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| 5 | | ; To the Right Honourable ; | 
CHAN LE 
Lord HALLIFAX 


My Lox », | | 
675 F I could have the Vanity to make a 
Merit of Dedicating this TRAGEDY, 
I ſhould here take an Opportunity 
of telling You, that I am, in This, en 
deayouring to make the beſt, and on- 
| ly, Return I am capable of, for all 
thoſe Marks of exceeding Goodneſs and Humanity, 
which I have till had the Honour:to meet with 
from Your. Lordſhip. But ſince the Matter is quite 
otherwiſe, ſince it is highly to my Advantage to 
ſhelter my ſelf under ſo great a Name; fince I have 
done my ſelf ſo much Honour by it; I am bound 
ta own, with all the Gratitude Lam capable of, that 
\ Your Lordſhip's Patronage is a new, and will be 
- a laſting Obligation upon me. | 7 SOR 
Mioſt kinds of Poetry, but eſpecially TRAaGEDIES, 
come into the World now, like Children born un- 
der ill Stars; a general Indifference, or rather Diſ- 
W | As3 inclination, 


De Dedicatim. 
inclination, attends like a bad Influence upon em: 
e 
Life, they ſleep and are forgotten. The Rehn 
| Things of this kind is certainly very much atter'd' 
| from what it was ſome time fince; and tho I won't 
| preſume to cenſure other Peoples Pleaſures, aud 
preſcribe to the various Taſtes of Mank ind; yet I 
will take the Liberty to ſay, that thoſe who ſcorn 
to be_entertain'd like their Fore-fathers, will hardly, 
ſubſtitute ſo reaſonable a Diverſion in the Room of 
that which they have laidafide. I could wiſh there 
were not ſo much Reaſon as there is to attribute 
this Change of Inclinations, toaDiſeſteem of Learn- 
ing itſelf. Too many People are apt to think, that 
Books are not neceſſaty to the finiſhing the Chara- 
ter of a fine Gentleman; and are therefore eaſily 
drawn to deſpiſe what they know nothing of. But, 
my Lord, among all theſe mortifying Thoughts, it 
is (till a Pleaſure to the Muſes, to think there are 
ſome Men of too delicate Underſtandings to give in 
to the Taſtes of a deprav'd Age; Men that hade not 
only the Power, but the Will, to protect thoſe Arts 
which they love, becauſe they are Maſters of em. 
It would be very eafie for me to diſtinguiſh one 
among thoſe few, after the moſt” advantageous 
Manner; but all Men of common Senſe have 
concurr'd in doing it already, and there is no need 
of a Panegyrick. _ % * 
I could be almoſt tempted to expoſtulate with 
the reſt of the World (for I am ſure there is no 
Occaſion'to make an Apology to Your Lordſhip) 
in Defence of Poetry. 1 am far from thinking of 
a good Poet, as the Stoicis did of their Wiſe-man, 
that he was fufficient for every thing, could be eve- 
ry thing, and excel in every thing, as he pleas'd; 
Yo ſore T may be allow'd to ſay, that. thatBright- 
meſs, Quickneſs, that Strength and Greatneſs of 


Thinking, 


* wa» 4 OS 


7 


: The Dedication: 
Thinkin which is requit'd in any of the nabler 
inds of Poetry, would raiſe a Man to an uncom- 
mon DiſtinQion in any Profeſſion or Bufinefs, that 
has a Relation to good Senſe and Underſtanding. 
One modern Inſtance can atleaſt be given, where 
the ſame Genius that ſhone in Poetry, was found 
equal to the firſt Employments of the State; and 
where the ſame Man, who by his Virtue and Wiſ- 
dom was highly uſeful to, a8d-infrumemeal in the 
Safety and Happineſs of his native Country, had 
been equally ornamental to it in his Wit. 

This is what! could not help ſaying, for. the Ho- 
nour of an Art which has been formerly the Favou- 
rite of the greateſt Men. Not that it wants a Re- 
commendation to Vour Lordſhip, who have al ways 
been a conſtant and generous Protector of it. This 
indeed would be much more properly ſaid to the 
World, and when 1 have told 'em what Men 
have equally adorn'd it, and been adoru'd by it, 
I might not unfiily apply to 'em, what Horace 


faid to the Piſi's ; 
Ne forte Pudori | 
Sit tibi Muſa Lyræ ſolers & Cantor Apollo. 
For my ou inconſiderable Pretenſions to Verſe, 
I ſhall, I confeſs, think better even of them, than 


I have ever yet dune, if they ſhall afford me ibs 
Honour to be always thought, 


My LORD, 


Your Lordſhip" s moſt Obedient, 
And Devoted Humble Servant; 


N. Rows. 
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Cince to your fam'd Fore-Fathers quite contrary, 
You from their Pleaſures, as their Wiſdom vary; 
What Art, what Method, ſhall the Poet find, 
To hit the Taſte of each fantaſtick Mind? 
Legions of Foys your wand'ring Fanties lead, : 


Like Summer Flies, which in the Shambles breed; 

Each Year they fwarm anem, and to the laft ſucceed, 
Time was, when Fools by Fellowſhip were know, 7 
But now they ſiray; and in this populous Town 6 
Each Coxcomb has a Folly of his own. 

Some dreſs, ſome dance, ſome play; not to fo get 

Your Piquet Parties, and your dear Baſſet, - 

Same Praiſe, ſome Rail, ſome Bow, and ſome make Faces; 

Tour Country Squires hunt Foxes, your Court, Places, 

The City too fills up the various Scene, 

Where Fools lay Wagers, and where Wiſe Men win, 

One rails at Czlia for a late Miſchancs; 

One grumbles, and cries up the Pow'r of France, 

This Man talks Politicks, and that takes Pills; 

One cures bis own, and one the Nation's Illi. 


Now Fidling, and the Charms of Sing-Song, win ye; 
Harmenious Peg, and warbling Valentini. 


PROLOGUE. 


a Ding — bus, fo The ws fr © 25 | 

There's ſomething more than Sound, there Senſe in d - 
Met-whily negtetied Veeſe, is ng Diſgtace, ” | 
Amongſt your many Plaine ud wo Flas: 
The Virtuous Laws of common Senſe forſwearing, 
Tow dumm un like packs Furiu, without bearing, _ » 
Each puny Whigftar here, is Wit enough, „ 1 


With ſcornful Airs, A ſupercilins Sf, 

To oy, This Tragedy s ſuch damn grave Stu, 
But now we hope more equal Judges come, | 
Since Flanders ſends the generous Warriors home: 


tou that have fought for Liberty and Laws, 8 


Whoſe Valuur the proud Gallick Tyrant amet, 

Join to aſſert the ſmking Muſes Cavuſe ; 

Since the ſame Flame, by diforent Ways expreſi', 
Glows in the Hero's and the'Poet's Breaſt; 

The ſame great Thoughts, that rouſe you to the Fight» 
Inſpire the Muſe, and bid the Poet writs, 


— 
— 
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But what of that & fine me goed 


Td teach you Men what you no er knew before, 


Ke ay 
"US! 


- Spoken® BY Mis. Of, x who” — 
> afted Bebolinda.. 


HE Buyneſ, of ile Day . . 6 wal 
I quit the Saint, and am like one of ; | 


A well to look to, the' not quite ſo god; 


1 bare in Spirit, bus keep. my Fleſh and Blood. . * N 
* Moral of this Play being rightly ſeann's, KY ; 6g) 
Ts, He that leaves his nown. dear Wife. is Ae. 1 
T leave to you to make the Applications .. &; wy . 
The Doctrine, ade a little our of Faſbn, ; 5 
May be of uſe in this ſame ſinful Nation. 
What thin K you of the Matter ? Which of you 

World, for his Spouſe, like my true Turtle do? 


When Wealth and Beauty both at once importune, 


Who would net leave his Wife, to make his Fortune? 
To ſome, I know, it mayappear bus eg. 17 
That this Place, f all dier, ul fu golth : 
Souls t are, 
Would gladly be i-ftrufted way wbere; 

Nor ſhould you ſcorn the Weakneſs of the Teacher, 
The wiſeſt Man is not the ableſt Preacher. 


Na a you. art, and rich in Learning Store, 


Eon we, poor Women, have ſometimes the Pow'r, 5 


To 


TE 
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But tho we don't pretend to Inſpiration, — 
Yet, like the Prophets of a, Neighbour Nation, 
Our Teaching chiefly lyes in AG1TAT1ON. 

Perhaps, indeed, fuch-are your wandring Brains. 
Our Author might have ſpar d bis Tragick P ains: 


By that you ve ſupp'd, and are ſet in to Drinking, 
Some ſweeter Matters will employ your Thinking ; 
With Nymphs Divine, writ on each Glaſs before ye, 


Yow'll be but little better for our Story. 


And all of you, at leaſt a; I preſume, 
May find ſome kind, inflruftive She at home, 
Then Curtain Lectures will, I hope, be read, 


Thoſe Morals then, which from your Thoughts wie fad, © 


a 


Bus ſince the parting Hour, tho late, will come, 4 
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Hage, King of Kent, Son to? 
. the firſt Saxon invade Mr. Booth. 
ritain. 
Aribert, his Brother. Mx. Wilks. 
Offa, a Saxon Prince. Mr. Hasbaudi 


Seofrid, firſt Miniſter and Favourite 
to the King. Fur. Mills. 


| Ofwald, Friend to Aribert. Mr Keen. 


4 
* 


WOMEN. 
e, a Saxon Princeſs, Siſter to | 
a, betrothed to the King, © Mrs. Barry. 


Ethelinda, a Britiſh Lady, privatel 
sd to bet. e J hurt. ola 


Prieſts, alen, Soldiers, and other Attendants. 


SCENE 3s Kent, about Twenty 7 ears 


after the faſt Invaſion of Britain by 
the Saxons. 
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: ACT I. SCENE I. 


SCENE, à Palace. 
Enter Aribert and Oſwald. 5 
bc are, my Friend, the Joys a 
. Loves have known, * 
8o till to be deſired, ſo ever new, 
Nor by Fruition pall'd, nor . 
| 18 by Abſence. | 
V hate'er the Poets dreamt of their Elyſium, 
Or what the Saints believe of the firſt Paradiſe, 
Then Nature was not yet deform'd by Winter, 
But one perpetual Beauty crown'd the Year, K 
Such have we found em ſtill, ſtil, ſtill the ſame. 
| Oſw. Such grant, kind Heaven, their Courſe to be for eyer? 
ut yet, my Prince, forgive your faithſul Ofwald, | 
"F f he believes you melt with too much Tenderneſs; 
2 our noble Heart forgets its native Greatneſi, 
nd finks in Softneſs, when you Janguiſh thus; 
hus ſigh and mur mur but for fix Days Abſence. 
Ari, Childe not; but think if e er, when thou wert young. 


* 


we E Royal Convert. 
Thon lo dit thy ſelf, how thou wert wont to jud 
Of Time, of Love, of Abſence, and Timpatience, 
Wha! fix long Days, and never write nor ſend! 
Tho“ Adelmar and Kenwald, farhful both, 
Were left behind, to bring me Tidings from her: 
How, Ethelinda! how haft thou forgot me! 
Ofw. Perhaps I err; but if the Pain be ſuch, 
Why is the Fair One, who alone can eaſe it, 
Thus far divided from your longing Arms? 
Twere better ne'cr to part, than thus to mourn; 

Ai. Oh Ofwald! is there not a fatal Cauſe? 
Thou know'ſt my Ethelinds —— 

of. Is Chriſtian; 
A Name by Saxons, and their Gods, abhorr'd. 
To me her differing Faith imports not much; 
Tis true indeed, bred to my Country's Manners, 
I worſhip us my Fathers did before me. 
UnpraQtis'd in Diſputes, and wrangling Schools, 
I ſeek no farther Knowledge, and ſo keep | 
My Mind at Peace, nor know the Pain of doubting ; 
What others think I Judge not of too nicely, 
But hold, all honeſt Men are in the right. 


Ari. Then know yet more; for my whole Breaſt is thine; > 
Ev'n all my ſecret Soul: I am a Chriſtian, B 
"Tis wonderful to tell; for oh, my Oſwald, T 
1 hiſten d to the Charmer of my Heart, F; 
Still, as the Night that fled away, I fate, T 


I heard her, with an Eloquence divine, "wt th 
Reaſon'of holy and myſterious Truths; - N 
Of Heay'n's moſt righteous Doom. of Man's Injuſtice 3 

Of Laws to curb the Will, and bind the Paſſions; 

Of Life, of Death, and Immortality 


06 


The. Royal Connert. 
\ WY of gting Fieads heoeud, cod. Prine Rejroaly, 
Of ſtarry Thrones, and endleſs Joys above. a a5 tt 
My very Soul was.aw'd, was. ſhook within ez. 
Methought [ heard diſtin, Lg ag pay... 
Some Angel, in my Ethelinda's Form, 0 
Point out my Way to everlaſting Happineſs, 24 80 
Ofw. Tis wonderful indeed] and yet wo. | 
By Nature half divine, ſoar to the Sture. 
And hold a near Acquaintance with the Gods. > , 
And oh, my Prince, when I ſurvey thy Virtue, | 
1 own the Seal of Heav'n imprinted on thee; 
I ſtand convinc'd that good and holy Powers | 
Inſpire and take Deli bt to dwell within the. 
Yet Crowds will till. believe, and Prieſts will teach, = 
As wandring Fancy, and as Int'reſt leads, TY 1 1 
How will the King and our | erce Saxon Chiefs | 
Approve this Bride and Faith? Had Royal * 
Thy Father lid 0 
Ari. Tis on that Rock we peri; 
Thou bring'ſt his dreadful Image to my — c = 
And now he ſtands before me, ſtormy, fiercey 
Imperious, unrelenting, and to Death 
„ MW Tenacious of his Purpoſe once reſoly'd. 
une? BY Juſt ſuch he ſeems, u when ſevere and frowning 
He forc'd the King, my Brother, and my ſelf, 
To kneel and ſwear at Waden's cruel Altar, 
Firſt, never to forgo our Country's Gods; 
Then made us vow with deepeſt Imprecations, 
If it were eithers Fortune e'er to wed, | 
Never to chuſe a Wife among the Chriſtians, 
ice 5 Ofw., Have you not fail'd in both? 
Ari. Tis true, I have; 


ud 4 
. 


of 


But for a Cin b ee i 

That not thave fail in both; biden he Aa, 

Yes, Ofwald, by the conſcious oh wg 

That were my free from Danger, 

On Peril of my Life 1 would make Known. 

And to the World avow, my Love and Faith, . 
Ofw. I dare not; nay dis ſure 1 carmot blame your. 8 

You are the ſecret Worſhip of my Soul, © ac gl. 

en that you cannot err. + is n bind. 

By that moſt faithful Service re ve fil paid you, 

By Love, and by the gentle Ethelinds, 

Be cautious of your Danger, reſt in Silence. 

In holy Matters, Zeal may he your Guide. | 

And lift you on her flaming Wings to Heav'nz 

But here on Earth truſt Reaſon, and be ſafe, 

ri, Tis true, the preſent angry Face of Things 

Beſpeaks our cooleft Thoughts: The Britiſh King, 

Am roſius, arms, and calls us forth to Battel, 

Demanding back the fruitful Fields of Kent, 


By Vortigers to Royal Hengift giv'n; 
A mean Reward for all thoſe Saxon Lives 


Were loſt, in propping Brizaiv's finking State. 

Ofw. The War with Britain is a diſtant Danger, 
Nor to be weigh'd with our domeſtick Fears. 
Young Off, chief among our Saxon Princes, 

Who at the King's Entreaty friendly came 

From Northern Futland, and the Banks of Elbe, 
With twice ten thouſand Warriors to his Aid, 
Frowns on our Court, complains aloud of wrongs, 


TT ganck Face of Doan, * 
4 


* 1 

— 
9 

* # 
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The - Royal Convert. 17 
4ri. Tis ſaid be is — that the ne 6 
Di to wed his Siſter Cp 9 | 
Oſw. 'Twas agreed, 
Twas made the firſt Condition of their Friendibip; - 
And ſworn with all the Pomp of Prieſts and Altars, 
That beauteous Nodaguns ſhou'd be our Queen; 
Then wherefore this Delay? The Time was fix d. 
The Feaſt was bid, and Mirth proclaim'd to all; 
The Croud grew jovial with the hopes of Holy-days, 
And each, according to our Country's Manner, | 
Proyok'd his Fellow with a friendly Bowl, i 
And bleſs'd the Royal Pair ; when on the Morn, 
The yery Morn that ſhould haye join'd their Hands, 
The King forbad the Rites, | 

Ari. Two Days are paſt, | WA”; 
Nor has my Brother yet diſclos'd the Cauſe. 14285 
Laſt Night, at parting from him, he ſtopt ſhort. 
Then carch'd my Hand, and with a troubled Accent, 
With Words that ſpoke like ſecret Shame and Sorrow, 

He told me he had ſomething to impart, | 
And wiſh'd that I would wait him in the Morning. * 

Oſw. But ſee, Prince Offs and his beauteous Siſter! 

The King's moſt fayour'd Counſellor, old Seofride, - 
Is with em too. 

Ari. Retirez I would not meet em. TROUT 
That Princeſs, Oſwald, is eſteem d a Wonder. 3 
To me ſhe ſeems moſt fair; and yet, methinks, 

Do'ſt thou not mark? there is I know not what _ 

Of ſullen and ſeyere, of fierce and haughty, | 
That pleaſes not, but awes; I gaze aſtoniſh'd, -  - 
And Fear prevents Deſire. 80 Men tremble, 

When Light'sing ſhoots in glittering Trails along: 


ſ ” 


It ſhines, tis true, 94 gilt the gloamy in 
But where it ſtrikes, tis fatal, Ex. Ari. and Ol: 
Enter Offa, Rodogune, Seofrid, and Attendants. 
Offs, By Woden, no! I will not think he meant it; 

Revenge had eiſe been ſwift. — So high I hold 
The Honour of a Soldier and a King, 
I wo'not think your Maſter meant to wrong me, 
Let him beware, however! —— jealous Friendſhip, 
And Beautyꝰs tender Fame, can brook no Slights. 
What in a Foe I pardon or deſpiſe, 
Is deadly from a Friend, and fo to be repaid, 
| Seof. Whatever Fame or ancient Story tells, 
Of Brother's Love, or celebrated Friends, 
Whoſe Faith, in Perils oft, and oft in Death, 
Severely had been try'd, and never broke, 
Such is the Troth, and ſuch the greatful Min d 
Of Royal Hengift to the Princely Offa. 
Nor you, fair Princeſs, frown, if Wars and Troubles, 
[To Rodogune, 
If watchful Councils, and if Cares, which wait 
On Kings, the Nurſing- Fathers of their People, 
Wich-hold a while the Monarch from your Arms, 
Nodo. When fierce Ambroſms leads the Britains forth, 
Thunders in Arms, and ſhakes the duſty Field, - 
It ſuits thy wary Maſter's Caution well 1 
To ſit with dreaming hoary Heads at Council, 
And waſte the Midnight Taper in Debates, 
But let him ſtill be wiſe, conſult bis Safety, 
And trouble me no more. Does he ſend thee 
With Tales of dull Reſpect, and faint Excuſes? 
Tell him he might have ſpar d the formal Meſſage, 
Till ſome kind Friend had told him how I languiſh d, 
How 


1 17 — = as it 


. 


The Royal Convert. 
How like a Turtfe 1 bemoan'd his Abſence... 
Seof. Pardon, fair Excellence, if falt ring Age... 
Prophanes the Paſſion I was bid to paint. 
And drops the Tale imperfedt from my Wt 2 
But Lovers beſt can plead their Cauſe themſelvesz 
And ſee, your Slave, the King, my Maſter, comes, 
To move your gentle Heart with faithful Vowe, 
And pay his humble Homage at your Feet. 
Enter the King, Guards, and other Attendants. __ 
King. But that T truſt not to that Babbler, Fame, 
Who, careleſs of the Majeſty of Kings, 


Scatters lewd Lies among the Croud, and wine 
The eaſie Ideots to believe in Monſters, 


I ſhould have much to charge you = my Brothers. 


19 


I ſtand accus d 

Offa. How Sir? d a A nad 
King. So ſpeaks Report. | TI 
As wanting to my Honour, and E Friend, 


287 By you I ſtand accus d. 

zune. Offs. Now by our Friendſhip, oo A * 
If that be yet an Oath, reſolve me, Hengift neſs 
Whence are theſe Doubts between us, whence this 
Say thou, who know'ſt, what ſudden ſecret Thought h 

th; Has ſtept between, and daſh'd the publick Joy. 


Thou caſt me Brother; wherefore wait the Prieſts, 
And ſiiffer Hymen's boly Fires to languiſh! 
What hinders but that now the Rites begin, 


That now we loſe all Thoughts of paſt Diſpleaſur, - 
And in the Temple tie the ſacred Knot 


Of Love and Friendſhip to endure for ever? | 
King. What hinders it indeed, but that which * 
This —— War within? but that which cauſes | 


: 


This 


%. 
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Th anti bp ine br es > 
With more than mortal Cares ian 
Offs. What ſhall I call 42 cee 44, Loh 
This ſecret gloomy Grief, that hides its Head, ace vil 
And loves to lurk in Shades? have ** Minds 
Such'Thoughts as ſhun the Day ? | i: of 
King, Urge me no farther, | 135 bak 
But, like a Friend, be willing not to know. 1 
What to reveal would give thy Friend a Pain. 4 
Be ſtill rhe Partner of my Heart, and ſhare KW 
In Arms and Glory with me; but, oh! leave, 
Leave me alone to ſtruggle thro' one Thought, 
One ſecret anxious Pang that jars within me, 
That makes me act à Madman's Part before thee, _ | 
And talk Confufion If thou art my, Friend, 
Thou haſt beard me, and be ſatisfy d if not, | 
I have too much deſcended from my. ſelf oo: 
To wake the mean Requeſt — but reſt we here; · 
To you, fair Princeſs — 
Budo. No!— there needs no more; 
For I would ſpare thee the unrezdy Tale. "ny 
Know, faithleſs King, I give thee back thy Vows, 5 
Aud bid thee ſin ſecure, be ſafely perjur d. | 
Since if our Gods behold thee with my Eyes, 
Their Thunder ſhall be kept for nobler Vengeance, 
And what they ſcorn, like me, they ſhall forgive, 
King. When Anger lightens in the fair One's Eyes, 
Lowly we bow, as to offended Heay'n, | 
With blind Obedience, and ſubmiſſire Worſhipz 
Nor with too curious Boldneſs raſhly reaſon 
Of what is juſt or unjuſt, ſuch high Pow'r 
Is to its ſelf a Rule, and cannot err. | 
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ret this may be permitted me to ſpeak, 

owe'er the preſent Circumſtance reproach me; 

et ſtill my Heart ayows your Beauty's Pow'r, 

My Eyes confeſs you Fair. 

Rodo. Whate er I am | 
| Is of my ſelf, by native Worth exiſting, 

core, and independent of thy Praiſe ; | 

or let it ſeem too proud a Boaſt, if Minds | 1 

3y Nature great, are conſcious of their Greatneſs] 

And hold it mean to borrow ought from Flattery. 
King. You are offended, Lady, | 
do. Hengift, no. 

Perhaps thon think" this pass, Indgnation; 

That bluſhing burns upon my glowing Cheek, | 

And ſparkles in my Eyes, a Woman's Weakneſs, | f 

The Malice of a poor forſaken Maid, N 3 

Who rails at faithleſs Man, — Miſtaken Monareh! 

For know cen from the firſt, D, 

Nor am I left by thee, but thou by me. 

So was thy Falſhood to my Will ſubſervient, 
And by my Purpoſe bound. Thus Man, tho? limited 
bis By Fate, may vainly think his Actions free, _ 
While all he does, was at his Hour of Birth, 

or by his Gods, or potent Stars ordain d. | 
offa. No more, my Siſter : Let the Gown-Men talk; 
85 And mark out Right and Wrong in noiſy Courts; 
1 While the Brave find a nearer way to Juſtice, 
51 They hold themſelves the Ballance and the Sword, 

And ſuffer Wrong from none. Tis much beneath me; 

e HS 
so that be ſatisfy' d, we fill are Friends 

Yet And Brothers of the War, But mark me, Hengif, 
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I am-not uod to wait; and if this Day 
Paſs unregarded as the ſormer twoy . | i 
Soon as To-morrow dawns eren .. | 
King. Where? 
Offs, Arm'd in the Field. 11 
Seof. Beſeech you, Sir, be calm, [To the King, 
The valiant Prince | 4 
Offa. Tho I cou'd wiſh it otherwiſe, 
And fince the Honour of the Saxon Name; 
And Empire here in Britain, reſts upon thee; 
* me, I would ſtill be found thy Friend. 
[Exexnt Offa, Rodogune, ad Attendants, 
King. No, I renounce that Friendſhip ; periſn too, 
Periſh that Name and Empire both for ever; 
What are the Kingdoms of the peopled Earth,  _. 
What are their Purple, and their Crowns to m, 
If Iam curſt within, and Want chat Feace 5 
Which every Slave enjoys? 60 
Seof. My Royal Maſter, 
It racks my aged Heart to Tee you thus; 
But oh! what Aid, what Counſel can I bring you. 
When all yon Eaſtern Down, ev'a to the Surge 
That bellowing beats on Dover's chalky Cliff. 
With creſted Helmets thick embatteld ſnines; 
With theſe your Friends, what are you but the greateſt? 
With theſe your Foes - Oh! let me loſe that Thought, 
And rather think I ſee you Britain's King; 
Ambrgſins vanquiſh'd, and the fartheſt Pia: 
submitted to your Sway, 'tho' the ſame Scene 
Diſcover d to my View the haughty Rodogune 
Plac'd on your Throne, and Partner of your Bed, _ 
In. =What ! ſhou'd I barter Beauty for Ambition, 
 Forſake 
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Forſake my Heav'n of Love, to reign in Hell, | 
ake a Domeſtick Fury to my Brest. 
os moves aber wo WOW of Fea abirs > 1 
Stateſman, thou reaſon'ſt ill. By mighty Thor, ; 
Who wields ihe Thunder, I will rather ehuſe 
To meet their Fury, Let 'em come together, 
Young Offs and Ambroſins. Tho my Date 
Of mortal Life be ſhort, it ſhall be glorious, 
ch Minute fhall be rich in ſome great Action: 
To fra the Zing, the Hero, and the Lover. 

Seof The Hero and the King are ms, 
But ob ! my Maſter, wherefore is the Lover? 
its, Win Honour's Name remember what you are, 
| Break from the Bondage of this feeble Paſſion, 
And urge your way to: Glory: Leave with Scorn 
Unmanly Pleaſures to unmanly Minds, . 
And thro? the rough, the,thoroy Paths of Danger, . 
Aſpire to Virtue, and immortal Greatneſs, | 

King. Hence with thy hungry, dull, aner Merl 
The fond deluding Sophiſtry of Schools. 
Who would be Great, but to be Happy too? 
And yet ſuch Ideots are we, to exchange 
Dur Peace and Pleaſure. for the Trifle Clory;, 
Wbat is the Monarch, mighty, rich, and great? 
What? but the common Victim of the State: 
Born to grow old in Cares, to waſte his Blood, 
And ſtill bo wretched for the publick Good. 
So by the Prieſts the nobleſt of the Kind 
Is to atone the angry Gods defign'd ; 
And while the-megner ſort from Death are 
The mighty Bull, that wont the Herd.to lead, if 
Is doom d for tatal Excellence to bleed, I Ew, 
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ACTI. SCENE I. 
Euter the King and Seoftid. 


. © more of dan unneceſiicy Doubts? | | 
Thy cold, thy cations Age is nah anxion | 
bog Conners rec punter mages. x th 
And chill the native Ardour of my Soul, 

This ſallen cloudy Sky that bodes a Storm 
Shall clear, and every Danger fleet away; 
Our Saxons ſhall forget the preſent Diſcord, /, 
And urge the Britons with united Arms; 
Hymen ſhall be aton'd, ſhall join two Hearts 
Agreeing, kind, and fitted for each other; 


And Aribert ſhall be the Pledge of Peace. Wt 
Stef. Propitious God of Love, encline his Heart Th 
To melt before her Eyes, to meet her Wiſhes, ny 
And yield Submiſſion to the haughty Maid. 


Thou that delight'f in cruel Wantonneſs, | 
To join unequal Necks beneath thy Yoak, 
For once be gentle, and inſpire both Hearts 
With mutual Flames, that each may burn alike, 
Oft haſt thou ruin'd Kingdoms, ſave one now; 
And thoſe who curſt thee, parfimonious Age 
And rigid Wiſdom, ſhall raiſe Altars to thee, 
Enter Aribert. 
Ling/ ii fo he comes, andbringrour Wiſherwithbi nd 1 
Aribert{ my Soul has long defir'd thee, © Nin 
waited long for thy Relief, and wanted 
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o fhare the Burthen which een aper tbee, 
And give thee half her Sorrows. e 
Ari. Give me all. ö | Soo N. 4 
Nee e * 
Ihe greatly try d; let there be much to ſuffer, n | 
To prove how much my willing Heart can bear, 
o caſe my King, my Brother, and my Friend. 
King. I know thee ever gentle in thy Nature, 
Yielding and kind, and tender in thy Friendſhip, 
And therefore all my Hope of Peace dwells with thee. - 
For oh! my Heart has labour d long with Pain, 
I have endur'd the Rage of ſecret Grief, . 
Malady that burns and rankles inward, 
and wanted ſuch a Hand as thine to heal me. 
Ari, Speak it, nor wound the Sofcneſs of my Soul 
ith theſe obſcure Complainings ; ſpeak, my Lord, 
King. Firſt then, this fatal Marriage is my Curſe, 
This galling Yoak to which my Neck js doom d. 
This Bride — ſhe is my Plague — ſhe haunts my * 
nyades the ſoſter ſilent Hour of Reſt, 
nd breaks the balmy Slumber, Night grows lens 
he ſeems to lag, and hang her ſable Wing; 
\nd yet I dread the Dawning of the Morn, 
s if ſome ſcreaming Sprite bad ſhriek'd, and call'd, 
lengiſt, ariſe, To- morrow is thy laſt, - "ol 
Ari. A thouſand ſpeaking Griefs are in your Eyes, 
o tell the Rack within I read it plain. 
t oh! my King, what Prophet could have dreamt 
Turn like this? that Beauty ſhould deſtroy, 
vich bio nd Love, which ſhould have bleſt you, curſe you moſt. 
ea Xing. Oh! wherefore aaa thou Love? beans 
Love, 
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When Choice, the free, the chearful Voice of Nature; 
And Reaſon's deareſt Privilege, is wanting ? 
"What cruel Laws impoſe a Bride, or Bridegroom, 
On any Brute but Man? Obſcrve the Beaſts, 
And mark the feather'd Kind ; does not the Turtle, 
When Venus and the coming Spring incite him, 
Chuſe out bis Mate himſelf, and love her moſt, 
Becauſe he likes her beſt? But Kings muſt wed, 
(Curſe on the hard Condition of their Royalty!) 
That fordid Slaves may ſweat and eat in Peace. 
Ari. Tis hard indeed! Would ſhe had never come, 
Thi 
King. So would I! — but now 
Ari. Ay! now what Remedy? 
When to refuſe the Saxon Offa's Siſter 
Shall ſhake your Throne, and make the Name of Hengil, 
The famous, the victorious Name of Hengiſt, 
Grow vile and meat in Britain. 
King. Yes, my Brother, 
There is a Remedy, and only one. 
This proud imperious Fair, whoſe haughty Soul 
Diſdains the humble Monarchs of the Earth, 
Who ſoars elate, affects to tread the Stars, 
And ſcorns to mingle but with thoſe above, | 
F Ev'n ſhe, with all that Majeſty and Beauty, 
| The preudeſt and the faireſt of her Sex, 
She has the Paſſions of a very Woman, 
And doats on-thee; my Aribert. 
Ari. On me. 
What means my Lord? impoſſible! | 
King: 'Tis true; — 
As true, that wy Sigpltels Jepinds 1 
* N Upon 
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Upon her Love to thee, My faithful Sefrid - 
Has pierc'd into her very inmoſt Heart, 
And found thee reigning there, 
Ari, Then all is plain : 
My ſwellag Heart heaves at the Wrong you do me, 
And wo' not be repreſt. Some Fiend from Hell 
Has ſhed his Poiſon in your Royal Breaſt, 
And ſtung you with the gnawing Canker, Jealouſy, 
But wherefore ſhould J ſeek for Fiends from Hell, 
And trace the Malice of the Thought from far, 
Since the perfidious Author ſtands confeſt? 
This Villain has traduc'd me. 
Seof. By the Soul 
Of your victorious Father, Royal Hengif, 
My ever-gracious, eyer-honour'd Maſter, 
Mach have you wrong d your faithful Seofrid, 
To think that I would kindle Wrath betwixt you, 
Or ſtrive to break your holy Bond of Brotherhood. 
King. No, Aribert, accuſe him not, nor doubt 
His oft, his well-try'd Faith. But caſt thy Eyes 
Back on thy ſelf, and while I hold the Mirror, 
Survey thy ſelf, the certain Cauſe of Love: 
Survey thy youthf ul Form, by Nature faſhion'd 
The moſt unerring Pattern of her Skill; 
The Pomp of Lovelineſs ſhe ſpreads all o'er thee, 
And decks thee laviſhly with ev'ry Grace, 
That charms in Woman, or commands in Man; 
Behold — nor wonder then if Crowns are ſcorn'd, 
And purple Majeſty looks vile before thee. | 
Ari. Oh! whither whither would you lead ? And 2557 
This Prodigality of ill-tim'd Praiſe? 
Seof. Were you not ll my Royal zue n 
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Form'd to enthral the Hearts of the ſoft Sex, 
Yet that ſhe loves is plain, from 
Ari. Hence, thou Sycophant ! | 
Seof. Your Pardon, Sir ; it bas not been my Office . 
To forge a Tale, or cheat your Ear with Flattery, 
Not have l other Meaning than your Service; 
But that the Princeſs loves you is molt true. 
| Emma, the chief, moſt fayour'd of her Women, 
The only Partner of her ſecret Soul, 
To me avow'd her Paſſion; and howe'er 
Her haughty Looks reſent the King's Delay, 
Yet in her Heart with Pleaſure ſhe applauds it, 
And would forego, tho' hard to Womankiad, 
The Pride, high Place and Dignity of Empire, 
To ſhare an humbler Fate with princely Aribert. 
King. Why doſt thou turn away? wherefore deform 
The Grace and Sweetneſs of thy ſmiling Youth, 
With that ungentle Frown? Art thou not pleas'd 
| To ſee the Tyrant Beauty kneel before thee, 
\ Diveſted of her Pride, and yield to thee 
1 Unask'd a Prize, for which, like Grecian Helen, 
The Great Ones of the Earth might ftrive in News 
And Empires well be loſt? 
Ari. Are we not Brothers? 
We are; and Nature form'd us here alike; 
Save that her partial Hand gave all the Majeſty 
And Greatneſs to my King, and left me rich 
Only in Plainneſs, Friendſhip, Truth and Tenderneſs, 
Then wonder not our Paſſions are the ſame; 
That the ſame Objects cauſe our Love and Hate. 
You ſay, you cannot love this beauteous stranger; 
ls not my Heart like yours? 
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Xing, Come near, my Brother; | 
And while 1 lean thus fondly on thy Boſom; 

I will diſcloſe my inmoſt Soul to thee, 
And ſhew thee ey'ry ſecret Sorrow there. 
I love, my Aribert; 1 love to Death: 
The raging Flame has touch d my Heart, my Brain; 
And Madneſs will enſue, 
Ari. Tis moſt unhappy ! 
But ſay, what Royal Maid, or Saxon born, 
Or in the Britiſh Court, what fatal Beauty 
Can rival Rodagune s Imperial Charms? 

King. Tis all a Tale of Wonder, *tis a Riddle, 

-High on a Throne, and Royal as I am; 

I want a Slaves Conſent to make me 

Nay more, poſſefs'd of her I love, or Love, 

Or ſome Divinity, mare ſtrong than Love, 
Forbids my Bliſs, nor, have I yet enjoy'd ber? 
Tho? I have taught my haughty Heart to bow, 
Tho! lowly as ſhe is, of Birth obſcure, 

And of a Race unknown, I oft have offer d 
To raiſe her to my Throne, make her my Queenz 
Yet til] her colder Heart denies my Suit, 

And weeping, ſtill ſhe anſwers, Tis in vain. 

Ari. Myſterious all, and dark! Yet ſuch is Love, 
And ſuch the- Laws of his fantaſtick Empire, 

he wanton Boy delights to bend the Mighty, 

And ſcoffs at the vain Wiſdom of the Wile. 
King. Here in my Palace, in this next Apartment, 


o Unknown to all but this my faithful Seofrid, 
| he Charmer of my Eyes, my Heart's dear Hope 
Remains, at once my Captive and my Queen. 
Ari, Ha! in your Palace! here! 3 
B3 King: 
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© Xing. Ev'n here, my Brother. . "_y 

But thou, thou ſhale behold her, for to thee] 

As to my other ſelf, I truſt, The Cares 
Of Courts,” and Lyrige Buſineb, drarr ave hanors 

But Seofrid ſhall ſtay, and to thy Eyes 
Diſcloſe the ſecret Treaſure! Oh! my Aribert, 

Thou wo't not wonder what diſtracts my Peace, 
When thou behold'ſt thoſe Eyes, Pity thy Brother, 
And from the Beach lend him thy friendly Hand, 

Left while confliing with a Sea of Sorrows, 

[The proud Waves over- bear him, and he periſh. 

Ari. judge me, juſt Heav'a, and you, my Royal Bro- 
If my own Life be dear to me as yours, (ther, 
All that my ſcanty Pow'r can give is yours, 
If I am circumſcrib'd by Fate, ob! pity me, 
That I can do no more; for oh! my King, 

I would be worthy of a Brother's Name, 
Would keep up all-my Int'reſt in your Heart, 
That when I kneel before you (as it ſoon 
May.heppen that I ſhall) when I fall proſtrate, 
And doubtfully and trembling ask a Boon, 

The greateſt you can give, or I can ask, 

I may ſind Favour in that Day before you, 
And bleſs a Brother's Love, that bids me live; 

King. Talk not of asking, but command my Pow'r, 
By Ther, the greateſt of our Saxen Gods, 

I ſwear, the Day that ſees thee join'd to Rodogwne, 
Shall ſee thee crown'd, and Partner of my Throne. 
Whatc'er,our Arms ſhall conquer more in Britain, 
Thine be the Pow'r, and mine but half the Name. 
With joy to thee, my Aribers, I yield IL. 
The Wreaths and Trophies of the duſty Field; Te 


. The Royal Convert. 31 
To thee leave this nobloſt Iſle to ſway, - 
And teach the ſtubborn Brizains to obey; = | 
While from my Cares to Beauty I retreat, ; 
Drink deep the luſcious Banquet, and forget 8 
RIOT eee eee 


| LExit King 
1 lunes Aribere, 
Avi, Oh fatal Love! —-curſt anauſpicious Flame! 
Thy baleful Fires blaze o'er us like a Comet, 
And moſt malignant Miſchief. Loy d by Rodagune 
What 1! —— muR I weld Rodogune ! — O Miſery |! — 
Fantaſtick Cruelty of Hoodwink'd Chance! 
There is no end of Thought the Labyriath winds. 
And I am loft for ever Ohl where nov, 
Where is my Ethelinda now! — that dear one, 
That gevtly us'd to breathe the Sounds of Peace, 
Gently as Dews deſcend, or Slumbers creep ; 
That us'd to brood o'er my tempeſtuous a 
And huſh me to a Calm. 
=» Dnter Seofrid and Ethelinda, 
Seof. Thus ſtill co weep, 
Is to accuſe my Royal Maſter's Truth. 
. We an ang - 
$347 With Honour ww 
Wr. Ethel. Keep, ch keep him in that Thought, 
And fave me from Pollution, Let me know 


3 All Miſeries beſide, -each kind of Sorrow, 

EC. And prove me with Variety of Pains, 

N Whips, Racks, and Flames: Fay 1 was bar e 
. And when the Meaſare of my Woes is full, 


Te 


That Pow'r in whom I truſt will ſet me free, 
3 4 Ari. 
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Ari. It cannot be No, tis Ilujon all. [Seeing ber. 
some mimick Fantom wears the lovely Form, 

Has learnt the Muſick of her Voice, to mock me, 

To ſtrike me dead with Wonder and with Fear. 
Ethel. And do I ſee thee then! my Lord! my Aribert 

' What! once more hold thee in my trembling Arms! 

Here let my Days, and here my Sorrows. end, 

I have enough of Life. F. DN 
Secf. Ha! What is this! is bog rn ws Ss 
But mark a little farther. ET [Ad. 

Ethel. Keep me here, fy 

Oh bind me to thy Breaſt, and hold me faſt; 

For if we part once more, 'twill be for ever, 

It is not to be told what Ruin follows. 

'Tis more than Death, tis all that we can fear, 

And we ſhall never, never meet again. 

Ari. Then here, thus folded in each other's Arms, 
| Here, let us here reſolve to die together; 
Defie the Malice of our cruel Fate, 

And thus preſerye the ſacred Bond inviolable, 

Which Heav'n and Love ordain d to laſt for ever. 

But tis in vain, tis torn, tis broke already; 

And envious Hell, with its more potent Malice, 

Has ruin d and deform'd the beauteous Work of Heav'n: 

Eiſe, wherefore art thou here! Tell me at once, 

And ſtrike me to the Heart. But tis too plain: 

I read thy Wrongs — I read the horrid Inceſt —— | 
Seof. Ha! Inceſt, ſaid he, Inceſt-—— [Aſide, 
Ethel, Oh! forbear | 

The dreadful impious Sound; I ſhake with Horror 

To hear it nam d. Guard me, thou gracious Heay'n, 

Thou that haſt been my ſure Defence till now, 

Guard 
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ow; Guard me from Hell, and that its blackeſt Crime. 
Ari. Yes, ye Celeſtial Hoſt, ye Saints and Angels, 
N She is your Care, you Miniſters of Goodneſs. | 
ö For this bad World is leagu'd with Hell againſt her, 
+! And only you can ſave her. I myſelf, [ Io Ethel. 
Ev'n I am ſworn thy Foe, I have undone thee, 
My Fondneſs now betrays thee to — 
Ethel. Then all is bad indeed. ' 


\ i. Thou ſeeſt it not. 90 
4. My heedlefs Tongue has talk d er thy Life: 
K* en | 
| T Pomting to Seofrid. 
Mak whh whet Joy he hogs the dew Düben | 
And thanks my Folly for the fatal Secret: : 
Mark how already in his working Brain, © - 
He forms the well-concerted\Scheme of Miſchief: 
'Tis fix d, tis dane, and both are doom'd to Death — 
And yet there is a Pauſe If Graves are filent,. 
And the Dead wake not to moleſt the Living. 
Be Death thy Portion — die, and with thee die 
The Knowledge of our Loves. 
[Aribert catches hold of Seofrid. with 0 one Hand, ey | 
the other draws his Sword, PEER Rog 
Seof. What means my Lord? ——, _ ;4 vy 
Ethel. Oh hold! for Mercy's ſake reſtrain thy Hand, 
| [Holding his Hand. | 
5 Blot not thy Jngooceace wich guilleſs Blood. | 
fide, What would thy raſn, thy: frantick Rage intend ? 
Ari. Thy Safety and my o 
Ethel, Truſt em to Heav'n, 
ae kia then wy bann Herd asker no better, 
Then to vebold.mep Rego, Maſher eg 1 
ard but By Life 
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Lift up bis armed'Hand again my Life? 
— 2 tot abode 
Why is your ſweeteſt Temper turn'd to Fury? 


Ari. Oh thou haſt ſten, and heard, and known too ame g 


Haſt pry'd into the Secret of my Heart, 

And found the certain Means of my undoing. 
Seof. Where is the mr ere e 
be try d Experience of my faithfal Years} ? - 
Are they forgot, and can I be that Villain! r cb. 
Ari. Thou wert my Father's old, his faithful deer: 
Seof. Now by thy Life, our Empire's other Hope, 

O Royal Youth, I ſwear my Heart bleeds for thee; 
Nor can this Object of thy fond Defire, ' 
This lovely weeping Fair, be dearer to thee, 
Than thou art to thy faithful Seid. 
2 X———-— xx 
With ſomewhat like an anxious Father's Pity, 
With Cares, hi Popper" ey _EOADIES 
Ari, What! is it poflible! e 
Seof. Of all the Names 
Religion knows, poine the mot dend oat | 
And let me ſwear by that. | 
Avi. 1 would believe the. 
Forgive the Madaels of my firſt Deſpair, * & 
— db DH avi 
And if thou haſt Compaſſion, ſhew it now; 
Be now that Friend, be now that Father to me, 
Be now that Guardian Angel which I want, 
Have Pity on my Youth, and ſave my Love. 
Seof. Firſt then, to ſtay theſe ſudden Guſts of Paſſion | 
That hurry you from Reaſon, reſt aſſur d * 
' The Secret of your Loye lives with me only, 
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prbe Dangers are not ſmall that ſeem to threaten yo 
| Yet, would you truſt you to your old Man's Care, 
5 I durſt be bold to wartarit yet your Safety. 
Til Ari. Perhaps the ruling Hand of Heay'n is in it; 
And working thus unſeen by ſecond Cauſes, 

Ordains thee for its Infkrament of Good, 

To me; and to my Love. Then be it fo, 
F truſt thee with my Life ; but oh! yet more, 
_ I truſt thee with a Treaſure that tranſcends 
ro infinite Degrees the Life of Aribert; 
| I truſt thee with the Partner of my Soul, 
My Wife, the kindeſt, deareſt, and the trueſt, 
That ever wore the Name. | | | 

Seof. Now Bleſſings on ou — 2 

May Peace of Mind and mutudl Joys attend 
To crowa' your fair Affection. 'May the Sorrows; 
That now fie heavy on you, paſs away, 
And u long Train of ſmiling Yeats ſucceed, 
To pay you for the paſt. 
Avi. It was my Chance, | 
On that diſtinguiſh'd Day'vyhen valiant Plein, 
A Name renow''d among the Bib Chiefs, 
ell by the Swords of our victorious Saxors, 0 
o reſcue this his Daughter from the violencte s 
Of the fierce Soldiers Rape. Nor need I tell thee; 
For thou thy ſelf beholi'ft her, that I lov'd her, 

Loy'd her and was beloy'd; our meeting Hearts 

Conſented ſoon, and Marriage made us one. i 
ier holy Faith and/Chriftian Crofs, oppord 
oa {Againſt the care, Gods, join'd wks Memory 

Of the dread King my Father's fierce Command, 
tn Safety, 
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And hide her from the World. Juſt to my with, 
Beneath the friendly Covert of a Wood, 'f 
Cloſe by whoſe fide the filver Medway ran, 
I found a little, pleaſant, lonely Cottage, 
A Manfion fit for Innocence and Love, 
Had but a Guard of Angels dwelt around it 
To keep off Violence gut forc*'d from thence — 
By whom betray'd —— Why 1 behold _ ebm 
There I am loſt— 91 1 
Ethel, There my fad Part begins. 3-49 
It was the ſecond Morn ſince thou hadſt let me, 
When through the Wood I took my uſual Way, 
To ſeek the Coolneſs of the well-· ſpread Shade 
That overlooks the Flood. On a ſear Branch, 
Low bending to the Bank, I fate me doẽw. 
Mufing and ſtil! ; my Hand ſuſtain d my Head. 
My Eyes were fix'd upon the paſſing Stream, nt 124 
And all my Thoughts were bent on Heav'n and e | 
When ſudden through the Woods a bounding Stag 
Rufh'd headlong down, and plung d _ _ Rives, 
Nor far behind, upon a foaming Horſe; (+; 
There follow'd hard a Man of Royal e 0h 21964 A 
I roſe, and would have ſought the thicker. Wow 8 122 
But while I hurry d on my haſty Flight, ; 1, ,, , 
My heedleſs Feet deceiy'd me, and I fell. 35555 19 
Strait leaping from bis Horſe, he rais'd ep, _ 64 
Surpriz'd and troubl'd at the ſudden Chance, wat 
I begg'd be would permit me to retires. :; 
But he, with furious, wild, *diforder'd Looks: fort 0 
His Eyes and glowing Viſage flaſhing Flame, 
Swore tas impoſlible;- he never would,  ;...; pox 3 
He could not leave re; wich ten thouſand . 
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The ae . — 
He ſeix d my trembling Hand: I ſhriek'd . 
To Heav'n for Aid, when in a luckleſs Hour, 
Your faithful Servants, {delmar and Kenwald, 
Came up, and loſt their Lives in my Defence. 
Ari. Where will the Horror of thy Tale have End? 
Ethel, The furious King (for ſuch I. found he was) 
By three Attendants.join'd, bore-me aways, | 
Reſiſtleſs, dying, ſenſeleſs: with, my Fes. 
Since then, a wretched Captive, I deplo re 
Our Common Woes; for mine, I know, are thine; 
Ari. Witneſs the Sorrows of the preſent Hour, 
The Fears that rend ey'n now my hab'ring Heart, 
For thee, and for my ſelf. And yet; aaa 
What are the preſent Illa, compar'd to thaſe DR rut 2 
That yet remain behind, far hoth to ſuſſer ?: 
Think where thy belpleſy Innocence is lodg'ds :: 
The Rage of lawleſs Pow'r, and burning La, , 
Are bent on thee; tis Hell's important Cauſe. 
And all its blackeſt Fiends are arm d againſt the. 
Esel. Tis terrible l my Fears aro mighty on me:: 
And all the Coward Woman crerables in w. : 
Bur oh! when Hope and never: failing Faith 2 + - 4 
Revive my fainting Soul, and liſt my Thoughts 
Up to yon azuze-Sky, and briog Lights abore; 
Methinks 1 read my Safety written there; | 
Methinks I fee the Warlike Hoſt of Hear'a:... Jouve 
Radiant in glittering — roars ord wa a 
The great Auge lick Pow'rs go arch by. Bands: .- | 


To fugcour;Trath;a0d Jangerace below: 7 | 
Hell trembles at the Sight; and hides its Head - 
In utmoſt dene mile 0n Ban mack Heir, 
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Like mine, is filfd with Peace und Joy unutterable. 
Seof. Whatever Gods there be, thelr one you e. 

Nor let your gentle Breaſt harbour one Thought 

Of Outrage from the King: His Noble Nature, 

Tho? warm, tho? fieree, nd rods" ts fla PRC * 

15 juſt and gentle, when the torrent Rags 


Ebby ot, and cooler Reaſon comes again. = NN 
Should be (whirb all ye hoh e vu 
Urg'd by bis Love vu on te ĩ pio Force. 


If that ſhould happen, in that laſt Extrem, reſt 991 _ 
On Peril of my Life 1 will aſſiſt you, 
And you ſhall find your Safety in your Flight. 

Ari. Oh guard her Innocence, let all thy Care 
Be watchful, to-preſerye her from Diſhonour. q, 22303 2044 

Seof. Reſt on my Diligence and Caution faſfſ. 
E'er twice the Ruler of the Day return, nini 33s 3 r 
To gild the hay Chüe on Britabd Stioar, * der nid 
Some favourable Moment ſhall be found. 
To move the King, your Royal Brother'? Heart. 


Til then be cheur d, and hide your inward Sorrows | 
Wich well-difiembled neceflary Smile: 


Let the King read Compliance in your Looks, ' 18 
A free and ready yielding to ie Wiſhev. vai viva 
At preſent, to prevent” his Dome, Were fit vort s 40 
That you ſhould-take # haſty lee, and part 11 
Ethel, What) muſt we part? Irix 
Scof. But fora fee Mor, ese 12H 
| That you mey mept its Joy, and pet no mere 1 9 T 
4. Ob fatal Sold! 6b Grief unkovin a net 
While thou art preſent my ſad Heart ſens pe 571 
I gaze, and gather Cmfort from thy Betty; n al 
6 


— 
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Thy gentle Eyes ſend forth a quick ning Spirit, » 218 
49 e 
Pat ob! yen thow art gon, and my fond Eyes T 
Shall ſeek thee all around, but ſeek in vain, ' + 
What Pow'r, what Angel ſhall ſapply thy Place; WIE 
Shall help me to ſupport my Sorrows then, 
And fave my Soul from Death) 
£ Ethel. My Life! my Lord! 

[; What would my Heart ſay.tothee! — but 00 moto 
7 Oh lift thy Eyes up to that holy Porr, 
Whoſe wondrous Truths, and Majeſty Divine, 

Thy Zehelinds taught thee firſt to know r) 

r There fix thy Faith, and triumph o'er the World: 

a For who can help, or who. can fave beſides ? 

Be buſh'd at his Command throf all his: Works; 

Does not his Servant Nature hear his Voice? 
Hear and Obey? Then what is impious Man 
That we ſhould fear him, when 8 
That Heav'n hall make my Aribert its Ou, TY 
Stall ts thy Grone and Barioge bedin;Bug; | C 
And ſave thee in the Moment of Deſpair,” / 


Ari. Ob! thouhaſttouch'&.me with theſaered Thems, - TY 
And my cold Heart is kindled at thy Flame: 21 »t 
An active Hope grows buſie in my Breaſtt. | 
And ſomething tells me we ſhall both be bleſt. rn 
Like thine, n 
I And Heav'n diſelos d ſtands open to my vier 
And ſee the Guardian Angels of the Gl 
p 07 Reclining ſoft on many a Golden Cloud. ai 7» Fe 
I bl To Barth they ſeem: their gentle Head to bow / 44 
70 al And pity what we ſuffer here below; W454 1 $& 719 5 
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But oh! to thee, thee moſt they ſeem to turn by vf 

Joy in thy Joys, and for thy Sorrows mourn; A 

Thee, oh my Love, their common Care they make, 

Me to cheir kind Protection too they take, 8 

And ſave me for my Ethelinds's fake, ” 
Lees Scofrid and Ethelinda as me Dor 

amn | 


ACT I. SCENE & 


Sf. War is the boatted Mojeſly of Kings; . 
Their Godlike Greatneſs, if their N 
Upon that meaneſt of their Paſſions, Love? 
The Pile their warlike Fathers toil'# to raiſe, 1 
To raiſe a Monument of deathleſs Fame, ) 
Woman's Hand e'er-turns. The Cedar thus, n 
hat lifted his aſpiring Head to Heav'n, | } 
Secure, and fearleſs of the ſounding Axe, + $ 
Is made the Preh of Worms; his Root deſtroy d.,. {Wo 
He finks at onee to Earth, the migbty Rui, = 
And Triumph of a wretched Inſe&'s Pow'r. ill 
Is there a Remedy in human Wiſdom, | & 4 
Se 
4 
5 
be 


My Mind has left unſought, to help this Evil? - | - 

I would preſerve em both, the Royal Brother; 

But if their Fates ordain that one muſt fall, ) +. --} 

Then let my Maſter Rand. This Chriſtian Woman 

Ay, there the Miſchief comes! — What are our Gods, 4 
That they permit her to ceſie their Po WT? 1 wit ud 
4 But 
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But that's not much, let their Prieſts look to that; _ 
Were ſhe but well remov d But then the King — 
hy, Abſence, Buſineſs, or another Face, 
\ thouſand Things my cure him would were done, 
And my Head ſafe — That ! let me look to that— — 
But ſee the Husband Ar apoio ey 
t ſhall be try'd at leaſt, 
Enter Aribert. 
Ari. Still to this Place 
y Heart inclines, ſtill hither turn my Eyes, 
ither my Feet unbidden find their way. 
ife a fond Mother from her dying Babe 
*orc'd by officious Friends and Servants Care, 
linger at the Door, and wiſh to know, 
Yet dread to hear the Fate of what I Love. 
Oh Seofrid ! do'ſt thou not wonder much, 
nd pity my weak Temper, when thou ſeeſt me 
Thus in a Moment chang'd from Hot to Cold, 
y active Fancy glowing now with Hopes, 
non thus drooping ; Death in my pale Viſage, 
y Heart, and my chill Veins, all freeziag with Deſpair? 
Seof. I bear an equal Portion of your Sorrows, ; 
our Fears too all are mine. And oh! my Prince, 4 
would partake your hopes; but my cold Age, * 
ill apt to doubt the worſt—— _ 
Ari. What do'ſt thou doubt? 
h Seof. Nay ! nothing worſe than what we both have 
210 Ari. How! nothing! — ſpeak thy Fear, [fear'd, 
Seof. Why —— nothing new. 
he King that's all. 
Ari. The King! — Oh that's too much! 
ad yet — yet there is more, I read it plain 
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In thy dark ſullen Viſage like a Storm 
That gathers black upon-the frowning Sky, 
And grumbles in the Wind But let it come, 
Let the whole Tempeſt burſt upon my Head, 
Let the fierce Lightning blaſt, the Thunder rive me; 
For oh tis ſure the Fear of what may come, 
Does far tranſcend the Pain. 

| Seof. You fear too ſoon, 
And Fancy drives you much too fiercely on. 
I do not ſay that what may happen, will: 
Chance often mocks what wiſely we foreſee. 
Beſides, the ruling Gods are over all, 
And order as they pleaſe their World below, 
The King, tis true, is Noble but Impetuous; 
And Love, or call it by the courſer Name, 
Luft, is, of all che Frailties of our Nature, 
What moſt we ought. to fear; the headfrong Beaſt | 
Ruſhes along impatient for the Courſe, - 
Nor hears the Rider's Call, nor feels the Rein. 

Ari. What would'ſt thou have me think? 

Seef. Think of the worſt, 
a better Fortune will arrive more welcome, 
| To ſpeak then with that Openneſs of Heart 
That ſhould deſerve your Truft, I have my Fears. 
What if, at ſome dead Hour of Night, the King 
Intend a Viſit to your weeping Princeſs? 

Ari, Hal —— 

Seef. He may go, tis true, with a fil Purpoſe 

Suppoſe her ſunk into a downy Slumber, 


ler beating Heart juſt tir d, and gone to Reſt: 


Methinks I fee her on her Couch repos'd, | 
The lovely, helpleſs, ſweet, unguarded lanocence; 


Wit; 


With gentle Heavings riſe her ſnowy Breaſts; 

Soft ſteals the Balmy Breath, the rofie Hew 
Glows on her Cheek, a deep Vermilion dyes 
Her dewy Lip, while Peace and ſmiling Joy _ 
Sit huſh'd and ſilent on the ſleeping Fair. | 
Then think what Thoughts invade the gazing King i 
Catch'd with the ſudden Flame, at once he burns, 
At once he flies reſiſtleſs on his Prey. 

Waking ſhe ſtarts diſtracted with the Fright, 
To Aribert's loy'd Name in vain ſhe flies; 
Shrieking the calls her abſent Lord in vain, 
The King, poſſeſt of all his furious Will — 

Ari. Firſt fink the Tyrant Raviſher to Hell! 
Seize him, ye Fiends ! —— firſt periſh thou and [! 
Let us not live to hear of ſo much Horror, 

The curſed Deed will turn me ſavage wild, 

Blot ev'ry Thought of Nature from my Soul. 

A Brother! — I will ruſh and tear his Breaſt, 

Be drunk with guſhing Blood, and in Mo mT. 
With his inceſtuous Heart. 

Seof. It is but juſt | 
You ſhould be mov d, for ſure the Thought is dreadful, 
But keep this ſwelling Indignation down, 

And let your cqoler Reaſon now prevail, 
That may perhaps find out ſome means of Safety: | 

Ari. Talk'& thou of Safety! — we may talk of Heay'o, 
May gaze with Rapture on yon ſtarry Regions; - 
But who ſhall lend us Wings to reach their height? 
Impoſſible! —_ 


Soof. There is a Way yet left, * 


Ari. Ha! ſpeak | 4 


. 
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Seof. Her ſudden Flight. 7 
Ari. Oh! by what friendly Means? Be ſwift to anſvrer; 
Nor waſte the precious Minutes with Delay. | 

Seof. The King, now abſent from the Palace, ſeems 
To yield a fair Occafion for your Wiſhes; 

A private Poftern opens to my Gardens, 

Thro' which the beauteous Captive might remove, 
Till Night, and a Diſguiſe ſhall farther aid her, 
To fly with ſafety to the Britons Camp. 

Tis true, one Danger I might well object -—— 

Ari. Oh! do not, do not blaſt the ſpringing Hopes 
Which thy kind Hand has planted in my Soul. 

If there be Danger, tura it all on me. 
Let my devoted Head 

Seof. Nay ! tis not much, 

Tis but my Life; and I would gladly give it; 
To buy your Peace of Mind, 

Ari. Alas? what mean ſt thou? 

.. Seof. Does it not follow plain? ſhall not the King 
Turn all his Rage upon this hoary Head? 

Shall not all Arts of Cruelty be try'd, 

To find out Tortures equal to my Falſhood? 
Imagine you behold me bound and ſcourg'd,. 

My aged Muſcles harrow'd up with Whips; 

Or hear me groaning on the rending Rack, 
Groaning and ſcreaming with the ſharpeſt Senſe 

Of piercing Pain; or ſee me gaſh'd with Knives, 


/ 


And ſear'd with burning Steel, till the ſcorch'd Marrow 
Fries in the Bones, the ſhrinking Sinews ſtart, 
A ſmeary Foam works o'er my grinding Jaws, 
And utmoſt Anguiſh ſhakes my lab ring Frame: 
For thus it muſt be. 
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Ari. Ob! my Friend! my Father! 14 "0 
t muſt not be, it never can, it ſha'not, . 
fouldſt thou be kind, and ſave my Ethelinds, 
ve me to anſwer all my Brother's Fury. 
he Crime, the Falſhood, ſhall be all my own. 4 
Seof. Juſt to my wiſh. [A. 
Ari. Thou ſhalt accuſe me to him. | | 
hou know'ſ his own Admittance gave me Entrance: 
Bwear that I ſtole her, that I forc'd her from thee; 
Frame with thy utmoſt Skill ſome artful Tale, 
And I'll ayow it all. 
Seof. Then have you thought 
pon the Danger, Sir? 
Ari, Oh, there is none, 
an be no Danger, while my Love is ſafe; 
Seof. Methinks indeed it leſſens to my View. 
hen the firſt Violence of Rage is over, 
he Fondneſs of a Brother will return, 
nd plead your Cauſe with Nature in his Heart; 
You will, you muſt be ſafe; and yet tis hard, 
and grieves me much I ſhould accuſe you to him. 
Ari. Tis that muſt cover the Deſign, But * 
oe not a Minute's time. 
iſte to remove her from this curſed place; 
y faithful Oſwald ſhall at Night attend thee, ay 
nd help to guard her to the Britiſh Camp; 
hou know'ſt that is not far. ; 
ow Seof, Too near I know it. LA. 
Ari. She has a Brother there, the noble Lucius, x 
gallant Youth, and dear to brave Ambroſins; Oh | 
o his kind Care reſign thy beauteous Charge, 
Seof. This inftant I obey you, * 


r. 


bes. 
ri. 
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Avi. Half my Fears | 
Are over NOW mmm” 
Seof. One thing I had forgot: 
It will import us-much, that you ſhould 4.5 
Inclin'd to meet the Love of haughty Rodogune: 
Twill coſt you but a little courtly Flattery, 
A kind reſpectful Look, join'd with a Sigh, 
And: few ſoft tender Words, that mean juſt nothing, 
Yet win moſt Womens Hearts. But ſee ſhe comes, 
Conſtrain your Temper, Sir; be falſe, and meet her 
With her own Sex's Arts; purſue your Task, 
And doubt not all ſhall proſper to your Wiſh, 
| [Exis Seofrid. 
Aribert ſolus. | 
Ari. She comes indeed! Now where ſhall I begin, 
How ſhall I teach my Tongue to frame a 
So different from my Heart? Oh Zthelinda ! 
My Heart was made to fit and pair with thine, 
Simple and plain, and fraught with artleſs Tenderneſs; 
Form'd to receive one Love, and only one, | 
But pleas d and proud, and dearly fond of that, 
It knows not what there can be ann 
And would not if it could. 
Enter 
Bad. Why do I ſtay, 
Why linger thus within this hated Place, 
Where ev'ry Object ſhocks my loathing Eyes, 
And calls my injur'd Glory to Remembrance? | 
The King! - the Wretch! but wherefore did I name him 
Find out, my Soul, in thy rich Store of Thought, 
Somewhat more Great, more Worthy of thy ſelf; 
or tot the mimick Fancy fhew its Art, 1 


e 


ofrid. 


eſs; 


a 
— 


nd paint ſome pleaſing Image to delight me 

Beauty mix with Majeſty and Youth, + 

t manly Grace be temper'd well with Softneſs; 

t Love, the God himſelf, adorn the Work, 

d I will call the charming Fantom, Aribert. 

b Piano wile ded -anaba: | 

|buſht, my Ann himſelf.— 
CScaig Ari, 

Ari. When, faireſt Princeſs, you avoid our Court, 

nd lonely thus from the full Pomp retire, | 

ove and the Graces follow to your Solitude; 

hey croud to form the ſhining Circle round you; 


\nd all the Train ſeems yours; while Purple Majeſty, 


nd all thoſe-outward Shews which we call Greatneſs, 
anguiſh and droop, ſeem empty and forſaken, 


und draw the wondering Gazer's Eyes no more, 


Rado. The Courtier's Art is meanly known in Britain, 
f yours preſent their Service, and their Vows, 

t any Shrine but where their Maſter kneels. 

ou know your Brother pays not his ts me, 

or would I that he ſhould. 

Ari. The Hearts of Kings - 

re plac'd, tis true, beyond their Schjecks ſearchy 
et might I judge by Love's or Reaſon's Rules, 
Where ſhall my Brother find on Earth a Beauty, 
ike what I now behold? | 

Rodo. That you can flatter, 

common to your Sex; you ſay indeed, 

e Women love it and perhaps we do, 

ools that we ne, we low that you deceive ur, 
nd yet, as if the Fraud were pleaſing to us, 


nd our undoing Joy — Mil yow-go . 
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And ſtill we hear you — But, —— 
Ill find a fitter for you than my Beauty, wn 
Ari. Then let it be the Love of Royal Hengift. 
Rodo. The King, your Brother, could not chuſe an Aa. 
Whom I would ſooner hear on any Subject, {vocate, 
Bating that only one, his Love, than you ; 
Tho? you perhaps (for ſome have wondrous Arts) 
Could ſoften the harſh Sound, The String that jars, 
When rudely touch'd ungrateful to the Senſe, - 
With Pleaſure feels the Maſter's flying Fingers, 
Swells into Harmony, and charms the Hearers, 
Ari. Then hear me ſpeak of Love. 
Rodo. But not of his, 
ni. Tis true, I ſhould not grace the Story much, 
Rude and unskilful in the moving Paſſion, 
I ſhould not paint its Flames with equal Warmth; 
Strength, Life, and glowing Colours woyld be 
And languid Nature ſpeak the Work imperfect. | 
Rodo. Then happ'ly yet your Breaſt remains untouch'd ; 
Tho' that ſeems ſtrange; You've ſeen the Court of Britain; 
There, as I oft have heard, imperial Beauty 
Reigns in its native Throne, like Light in Heav'n; - 
While all the Fair Ones of the neighb'cing Wor, 
With ſecond Luftre meanly ſeem to ſhine,  : 
The faint Reflections of the Glory there. 
Ari. If cer my Heart incline to Thoughts of Low. 
Methinks I ſhould not (tho? perhaps I err) 
Expect to meet the gentle Paſſion join'd 
With Pomp and Greatneſs: Courts may boaſt of Beauty, 
But Love is ſcidom found to dwell enn m. 
Rodo. Then Courts are wretched, - 
Ari. So they ſeem to Loye. 
1 


ONs 
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From Pride, from Wealth, from Buſineſs, and from Pow'r; 


RY 

I: Loathing he flies, and ſeeks the peaceful Village; 
ne ſeeks the Cottage in the tufted Grove, 
1 Ad- WW The ruſſet Fallows, and the yerdant Lawns, 


dente, The clear cool Brook, and the deep woody Glade; 
| Bright Winter Fires, and Summer Ev'nings Suns: 
Theſe he prefers to gilded Roofs and Crowns; 
„ Here he delights to pair the conſtant Swain, | 
with the ſweet, unaffected, yielding Maid; 
Here is his Empire, here his Choice to reign, 
Here, where he dwells with lnnocence and Truth. 
Rode. To Minds, which know no better, theſe are Joys; 
But Princes, ſure, are born with nobler Thoughts, 
b; Love, is in them a Flame that mounts to Heav'n, 
And ſeeks its Source Divine, and Kindred * | 
That urges on the Mortal Man to dare, 
Kindles the vaſt Deſires of Glory in him, 
And makes Ambition's ſacred Fires burn bright. 
Nor you, howe'er your Tongue diſguiſe 272 CAN. 
ve meaner Hopes than theſe, 
Ari, Mine have been till 
Match'd with my Birth ; a younger Brother's Hopes; 
Rode. Nay more; Methinks I read your future Great- 
And, like ſome Bard inſpir'd, I could forete! — [nels 
What wondrous things our Gods reſerye for you. 
Perhaps, ev'n now, your better Stars are join'd ; 
Auſpicious Love and Fortune now conſpire, 
At once to crown you, and beſtow that Greatneſs, 
Which partial Nature at your Birth deny'd. 
Enter the King, Guards and other Attendants. 
King. She muſt, ſhe ſhall be found, tho' ſhe be ſunk 
Deep to the Center, tho' Rternal Night —o 
Spread 


Ove, 


rrom 2 
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The Names which moſt I reverence on Earth, 
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Spread wide ber ſable Wing, to ſhade. her Beauties, 

And ſhut me from her Sight, But ſay, thou Traitor; 

Thou that haſt made the Name of Friendſhip vile, 

And broke the Bonds of Duty and of Nature, 

Where haſt thou hid thy Theft? So young, ſo falſe— 

Have I not been a Father to thy Youth, 

And lov'd thee with a more than Brother's Love? 

And am I thus repaid? —— But bring her forth, - 

Or by our Gods thou dy'it. A 281 U 
Rodo. What means this Rage? — [Aide 
Ari. Then briefly thus: You are my King and Brother, 


And fear offending moſt, Yet to defend 
My Honour and my Love from Violation, 
Oer ev'ry Bar refiſtleſs will L ruſh, _ 
And, in deſpight of proud Tyrannick Pow'r, - 
Sie ze and aſſert my Right. 
King. What thine! thy Right! 
Riddles and Tales. 
Ari. Mine by the deareſt Tie, 
By holy Marriage mine, ſhe is my Wife, 
Budo. Racks, Tortures, Madneſs, ſeize me! Ol 
Confuſion! | = 
Vi. 1 ſee thy Heart ſwells, and thy Gaming Viſage 
Reddens with Rage at this unwelcome Truth; 
But ſince [-know my Belinda ſafe, - ; 
I bave but little Care for what may happen. 
To- morrom may be Heav'n's or yours to take, 
If this Day be my laſt, why farewel Life; 
I hold it, well beftow'd for her I love. 
odo. May Sorrow, Shame and Sickneſs overtake he 
And all her Beauties, like my Hopes, be blaſted, 4 
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King, So brave! But I ſhall find the Means to tame pos, 
To make thee curſe thy Folly, curſe thy Love, ls 
And to the dreadful Gods, who reign beneath, 
Devote thy fatal Bride. She is a Chriſtianz 
Remember that, fond Boy, and then remember 
That ſacred Vow, which, perjur'd as thou art, 
Proftrate at Woden's Altar, and invoking 
With ſolemn Rwunick Rites, our Country's Gods, 

Thou mad'ſt in Preſence of our Royal Father. 

Ari. Yes, 1 remember well the impious Oath, + 

Hardly extorted from my trembling Youth; 
When burning with miſguided Zeal, the King 
Compell'd my Knee to bend before his Gods, | 
And forc'd us both to ſwear to what we knew not: ; 

King. Now by the Honours of the Saxon Race, 

A long and venerable Line of Heroes, 

I ſwear thou art abandon'd, loft to Honour, 

And fall'n from ev'ry great and godlike Thought. 
Some whining Coward Prieſt has wrought upon the, 
And drawn thee from our brave Forefathers Faith, + 
Falſe to our Gods, as to thy King, and Brother, 

Ari. 'Tis much beneath my Courage and my Truth; 
To borrow any mean Diſguiſe from Falſhood, 
No! tis my Glory that the Chriſtian Light ' * 
Has dawya'd, like Day, upon my darker Mind, | 
And taught my Soul the nobleſt uſe of Reaſon z 
Taught her to ſoar aloft, to ſearch, to know + 
That vaſt eternal Fountain of her Being; 

Then, warm with Indignation, to deſpiſe 
The Things you call our Country's Gods, to ſcorn 
And trample on their ignominious Altars. 

King. 'Tis well, Sir, = impious Boy! Ye Saum Gods; 

Ca And 


— 
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© Ts Life ſo ſmall a thing, ſo mean a Boon, 
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And thou, oh Royal Hengift, whoſe dread Will 
And injur'd Majeſty I now aſſert, 
Hear, and be preſent to my Juſtice, hear me, 
While thus 1 vow to your offended Deities | 
This Traitor's Life; he dies, nor ought on Earth 
Saves his devoted Head. One to the Prieſts; . 
II the Attendants. 
Bid em be ſwift, _ dreſs their bloody Altars 
With ey'ry Circumſtance of Tragick Pomp; 
To Day a Royal Victim blceds upon em. 
Rich ſhall the Smoak and ſteaming Gore aſcend, | 
To glut the Vengeance of our Angry Gods. 
Rodo, At once ten thouſand racking Paſſions tear me, 
'And my Heart heaves as it would burſt my Boſom. 
Oh can I, can I hear him doom'd to Death, 
Nor ſtir, nor breathe one ſingle Sound to fave him? 
It wo'not be — and my fierce haughty Soul, 
Whate'er ſhe ſuffers, ſtill diſdains to bend, 
To ſue to the curſt, hated Tyrant King. | 
Oh Love! Oh Glory! — Would'ſt thou die thus ey 
(Tv , 


As is not worth the asking? Thou art filent ; 
Wilt thou not plead for Life? ——Intreat the Tyrant, 

And waken Nature in his Iron Heart, 
Ari. Life has ſo little in it good or pleaſing, 

That fince it ſeems not worth a Brother's Care, 

*Tis hardly worth my asking. 
King. Seize him, Guards, 

And bear him to his Fate, [Guard. ſeixe Atibe 
Node Yet, Hengiſt, know, | | 

It thou ſbalt dare to touch his precious Life, 
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Cnow that the Gods and Rodograe prepare 
The ſharpeſt Scourges of vindictive War. 
ly where thou wilt, the Sword ſhall ſtill purſue 
ith Vengeance, to a Brother's Murther due. 
Driven out from Man, and mark'd for publick Scorn, 
Thy raviſh'd Scepter vainly ſhalt thou mourn, 
and when at length thy wretched Life ſhall ceaſe, 
hen in the filent Grave thou hop'ſt for Peace: 
Think not the Grave ſha]l hide thy hated Head! 
Still, (till T will purſue thy flceting Shade; 
curs'd thee living, and will plague thee dead. 

[Exit Rodogune. 
King. On to the Temple with him : Let her rave, 
\nd propheſie ten thouſand thouſand Horrors; 
could join with her now, and bid em come; 
hey fit the preſent Fury of my Soul. 
he Stings of Love and Rage are fix'd within, 
nd drive me on to Madneſs. Earthquakes, Whirlwinds, 
\ general Wreck of Nature now would pleaſe me. : 
or oh! not all the driving wintry War, 
V hen the Storm groans and bellows from afar, | 
hen thro the Gloom the glancing Lightnings fy, : 


. 
_ # 


dans. 


eavy the ratling Thunders roll on high, 

und Seas and Earth mix with the dusky Sky; 

ot all thoſe warring Elements we fear, 

\re equal to the inborn Tempeſt here; 

Fierce as the Thoughts which mortal Man n 
ben Love and Rage contend, and tear the lab ring Soul. 
[ Exaunt. 
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A0 IV. SCENE I. | 


The SCENE is a Temple adorn'd Rk 
to the Superſtition of the Antient Saxons z 
in the Middle are plac'd their three princi- 
.pal Idols, Thor, Woden, and Freya. 


Muſick is heard at a Diſtance, as of the Prieſts 
. preparing for the Sacrifice. Then. 


Emer Aribert. 

Ari AL L Night the bloody Prieſts, a dreadful Band, 
Have watch'd intent upon their horrid Rites, 

With many a dire and execrable Pray r, 
Caling the Fiends beneath, the fullen Demons 
That dwell in Darkneſs deep, and Foe to Man, 
Delight in reeking Streams of bumm Gore. 
Now huddled on à Heap, they murmur d boarſe, 
And hiſſing whiſper'd round their myſtick Charms; 
And now, as if by ſudden Madneſs ſtruck, 
With Screamiogs ſhrill they ſhook the vaulted Roof, 
And vex'd the ſtill, the ſilent, folema Midnight, 
Such ſure in everlaſting Flames below, 
Such are the Groans of poor lamenting Ghoſts, 
And ſuch the Howlings of the laſt Deſpair. 
Anon to Sounds of Woe, and magick Strings, 
They danc'd in wild fantaſtick Meaſures round ; 
Then all at once they bent their ghaſtly Viſages 
On me, and yelling, thrice they cry'd out, Aribert! 
I have gndur'd their Horrors — And at length 


See! 
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See! the Night wears away, and chearful Morn, 
zn ſweet and freſh, ſpreads from the roſie Faſt; © 
air Nature ſeems reviv'd, and ev/in my Heart 
Sits light and jocund at the Day's Return, 
ind fearleſs waits an End of all its Sufferinge. 


25 
"my Enter one of the dd, be delivers a Letter to 
ns; 
1 ci- Aribert. 
| Guar. From Ofwald this, on Peril of my Life 2 
I have engag'd to render to your Hands. Exit. 


Ari. reads. ] Seofrid has been juſt to bis Word; he has 
deliver d the fair Ethelinda to my Charge: we have 
happily paſt all the Guards, and hope in two Howrs 10 
reach the err Camp. 

From your faithful NY 
Then thou haſt nothing left on Earth, my Soul, 
Worthy thy farther Care. Why do I flay, 
Why linger then, and want my Heav'n ſo long? 
To live is to continue to be wretched; 
And robs me of a great and glorious Death. 


Enter Rodogune with an Officer, bg ſpeaks to hor 


entring. 
off. Thus Offs to his beauteous Siſter ſends : 
fs Depend upon a Brother's Love and Care, 
| To further all you wiſh. | 
Rade. Tis well! be near; [Exis Officer; 
And wait my farther Order, See! my Heart, 
See there thy deareſt Choice, thy fond Defire, g 
See with how clear a Brow, whit chearful Grace, 
With all his native Sweetneſs undiſturb'd, 
The noble Youth attends his harder Fate, 
| I came to j; in my friendly Grief with yours, (D- And; 
To curſe your Tyrant Brother, and. deplore | 
See! C4 Tour 
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Your youthful Hopes, thus all untimely blaſted: 
But you, I ſee, have learn'd to ſcorn your Danger; 
You wear a Face of Triumph, not of W d 
Has Death ſo little in it? 

Ari. Oh] tis nothing, 


To Minds that weigh it wel: The Vileur fear k. \ 
And yet they know not why, Since never any a 
Did from that dark and doubtful Land as yet \ 
Turn back again, to tell us tis a Pain. a V 
To me it ſeems like a long-wiſh'd-for Happineſs, q 
Beyond what ev'n our Expectation paints; 7 
*Tis Comfort to the Soul, tis Peace, tis Reſt; - 
It comes like Slumber to the ſick Man's Eyes, - 1 
Burning and reſtleſs with a Fever's Rage, | 
| All Night he toſſes on his weary Bed; TW | 
1 He tells the tedious Minutes as they paſs, _ 8 
= And turns, and turns, and ſecks for Eaſe in-vain;* , 7 


But if, at Morni g's Dawn, ſweet Sleep falls on him; 

Think with what Pleaſure he reſigns his Senſes, | 1 

Sinks to his Pillow, and forgets bis Pain. V 
Rodo. Perhaps it may be ſuch a State of Indolence; I 

But ſure the active Soul ſhould therefore fear it. 1 

The Gods have dealt unjuſtly with their Creatures, 

If barely they beſtow a wretched Being, 4 

And ſcatter not ſome Pleaſures with the Pain, , 

To make it worth their keeping. en J 

Could make you wiſh to live? f 
Ari. Oh! yes, there is; 


There is a Bleſſing I could wiſh to live for, \ 
To live, for Years, for Ages to enjoy it. \ 
But far, alas! divided from my Arms, 5 1 


It leaves the World a Wilderneſs before me, 


ſnd 


With 


* - - 


vith nothing worth deſiring. 
Rodo, Dull and cold! | 


nd kindly vifit your aflied Fortunes 

What if it ſend ſome unexpected Aid, | 

Some generous Heart, and ſome prevailing Hand,. © 

Willing to ſave, and mighty to defend, 8 241 40 

Who from the gloomy Confines of the Grave, 

Timely ſhall ſnatch, D 

And raiſe you up to Empire and to Love? 
Ari. The wretched have few Friends, atleaſt on Barth: 

Then what have I to hope ? 

Rodo, Hope every thing, 

Hope all that Merit, ſuch as yours, may claim; 

Such as commands the World, exacts their Homage, 

And makes ev'n all the Good and Brave your Friends, + 

Ari. And can you then vouchſafe to flatter Miſery? 

T' enrich ſo fall n, ſo loſt a Thing as I am, 


Rob the whole Spring to make their Garlands fine, 
Then hang em on a ſenſeleſs. Marble Tomb. 1 

Rodo. A burning Purple fluſhes o'er my Face, | 
And Shame forbids my Tongue, or I would fay, + 
That 1 — Oh Aribert. I am thy Friend. © 
Yet wherefore ſhould I bluſh to own the Thought? - 
For who! who would not be the Friend of Aribert? 

Ari. Why is this wondrous Goodneſs loſt upon met? 
Why is this Bounty laviſh'd on a Bankrupt, 


To pay the mighty. Debt? ' WE: 


Yet add to it, g ſrpel the zum yet bigher ; 
Cs 
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Nude. Oh! let me yet, fx} t ul ba. 


7 


7 
1 
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n 
Or cold at leaſt to me, Joll, dull Indifference; F756 
What if ſome pitying Pow'r look down from Heav'n, - 


p 
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With the forcer Breath of Praiſe ? 80 pious Virgins sn 


r nnn eldmed of 


Nor doubt bat a glaze pay it; 
Know then that I have paſs'd this live-long Night - 
Sleepleſs and anxious, with my Cares for thee ; 

The Gods have ſure approv'd the pious Thought, 
And crown'd it with Suceefs, Since I have gain'd 
Alfred, the Chief of mighty Woden's Prieſts, | 

To find a.certain Way for thy Eſcape. | 

One of the ſacred Habits is at Hand 

Prepar'd for thy-Diſpuiſe, the holy Man 

Attends to guide thee to ny Brother's Cup: ; 
My ſelf — Oh! yer lie fill, my beating Heat— [die 
Whatever Dangers chance; my ſelf will be 

The Partner and the Guardian of thy Flight. 

Ari. Now what Return to make Oh let me fink, 
With all theſe warring Thoughts together in me, 
Bluſhing to Earth; and hide the vaſt Confofion, 

Rodo. Ye Gods] he anſwers not, but hangs his _ 
In ſullen Silethce; fee! he turus avwdy, 

And bends his gloomy Viſage to the Earth. 

To what am I betray'd! Oh Shame! Diſhonour! 

And more than Woman's Weakneſs! He hat feen mei 

Seen my fond Heart, and ſtonis-the-eafie Prire. 

Blaſt me, ye Lightnings, firike me to the Centre, 

Drive, drive mo down downs the Depthy been 5 | 

Let me not hve, nor think-<o=ct me not think, 

For I have been defpis'd——ren thouſand thowfmd, ' 

And yet ten thouſand Curſes—— Oh my Folty foo 
Ari. Thus let . the n f 


[Keeling 
ts hemble Adcenicuidf your wee args 14 
Thus with my lateſt Accents breathe your Name, 
And bleſs you c'er I die, Oh Rodegine?  - _ 
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Fair Royal Maid! to thee be all thy Wiſhes, , 
Content and everlaſting Peace dwell with thee, * 
And every Joy be thine, Nor let one Thought 
Of this ungrateful, this unhappy Aribert 
Remain behind, to call a ſudden Sigh, 
Or ſtain thee with a Tear. Behold I go, 
Doom d by Eternal Fate, to my long Reſt; 
Then let my Name too die, fink to Oblivion, 
And ſleep in Silence with me in the Grave. 
Rodo, Doſt thou not wiſh to live? 
Ari. I cannot, | 
Rodo, Why? © 
Behold I give thee Life. 
Ari. And therefoge—— oh! 
Therefore I cannot take it. I dare die, 
But dare not be oblig d. I dare not owe 
What I can never render back, END 
Rods, Confuſion ! 
Is then the Bleſſing, Life, become a Curfe;. 
When offer d to thee by my baleful Hand? | 
Ai. Oh no for you we all that's good and gracious;. 
Nature, that makes your Sex the Joy of ours, i 
Made you the Pride of both; ſhe gave you Sweetneſs,. © 
So mix'd with Strength, with Majeſty fo rais d. 
To make the willing World confeſs your Empire, 
And love, while they obey. Nor ſtay'd ſhe. thave,. 
But to the Body fitted ſo the Mind, 
As each were faſhion'd ſingly to excel, 
As if ſo fair a Form diſdain d to harbour 
A Soul leſs great, and that great Soul could figd' 
Nothing ſo like the Heav'n from whence | it cam. 
As that fair Form to 2 


*. 


6 The. Roja n 
Rado, Soothing Sound?? 7 
Delightful Flattery from. him we love ; LA. 
But what are theſe to my impatient Hopes! 
Ari. Yet wherefore ſhould this mighty Maſs of Wealth 
Be vainly plac'd before my wondring Eyes, 
Since I muſt ne er poſſeſs it, fince-my Heart, - 
Once giv 'n, can ne er return, ene. | 
But Ethelinda, only Ethelinds ? 
Fix d to its Choice, and obſtinately conſtant; 
It liſtens not to any other Call. 
So rigid Hermits, that forſake the World. 11 
Are deaf to Glory, Greatneſs, Pomps and Pleaſures 
| Severe in Zeal, and inſolently pious, . 
They let attending Princes vainly wait, 2 5 
Knock at their Cells, and lure em forth in vain. 
Rodo. How is ſhe form'd? with what ſuperior Grace, 
This Rivalof my Love? What envious God, 
In ſcorn of Nature's wretched Works below, 
Improv'd and made her more than half Divine? 
How has be taught her Lips to breathe Ambroſia? ? 
Hew dy'd her Bluſhes with the Morning's Red, 
And cloath'd her with the faireſt Beams of Light, 
To make her ſhine beyond me? 
Ari. Spare the Theme. 
Rode. But then her Mind! ye Gods, which of you 
Could make that great, and fit to rival mink ? x 
What more than heavenly Fire informs the Maſs?” 
Has ſhe a Soul can dare beyond our Sex, 5 
Beyond ev 'n Man himſelf, 3 1 
Can ſhe reſolye to bear the ſecret Sting 
Of Shame and conſcious Pride, diſtracting 
And all the deadly Pargs of Love deſpis'd? 
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Dh gol ſhe cannot, Nature cannot ber it ; Ch. 
t ſinks ev n me, the Torrent driyes me down, - Neider 
The native Greatneſs of my Spirit fail, 
Thus melts, and thus runs guſhing thro” my Eyes, 

The Floods of Sorrow drown my dying Voice, 

nd I can only call. thee——Cruel Aribert! 

Ari, Oh thou, r 
ro look into thy great Decrees, thy Fate, 

ere it not better I had never been, 

han thus to bring Affliction and Misfortune : 

Thus curſe what thou hadſt made ſs good and fair? ?ꝰ 
Rode. But ſee! the King and cruel Prieſts appear, 
or can I ſaye thee now. Thou baſt thy Wiſh; (Tb Arib, 
But what remains for me? My Heart beats 5 
\nd ſwells, impatient at the Tyrant's Sight, at 3 
y Blood, cerwhile at Ebb, now flows. again, | 
od with new Rage 1 burn. Since Love is loſt, 
ome thou Revenge, ſucceed thou to my Boſom, 
nd reign in all my Soul, Yes, I will find her, 
bis fatal ſhe, for whom I am deſpis d. 

ok that ſhe be your Maſter-Piece, ye Gods; 
each ccleſfial Hand ſome Grace Impert, 

o this rare Pattern of your forming Art; 
uch may ſhe be, my ' Jealous Rage to more, 
uch as you never made 'til now, to proye 


Viaim worthy my offended Love. 925 


at the ocher Door the King, Priefti, Guards, 8 
2 2 "Attindants. 

King. Haſt berhought thee perfidious Boy!” 
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Tis but a Moment, and I puſh ther off, 
To plunge for ever in eternal Darkneſs, 
| Somewhat like Nature bas been bufie here, | 
And made a Struggle for thee in my Soul; 
Reſtore my Love, and be again my Brother. | | 

Ari. Rage, and the Violence of lawleſs Paſſion,. 
Have blinded your clear Reaſon; wherefore on. 
This frantick wild Demand? What! ſhould I yield. 
Give up my Love, my Wife, my ZEthelinds, _ 
To an inceſtuous Brother's dire Embrace? 
oh Horror! — But, to bar the impious Thought, 
Know !— Heay'n and brave Ambroſius are her Guard: 
Fer this, her Flight has.reach'd the Brizons n 
And found her Safety tere. : 

King. Fled to the Brizons! 
Oh moſt accurſed Traitor] Let her fly... ; 1 | 
Far as the early Day-ſpring i in the Eaſt, 5 "48" "e 
Or to the utmoſt Ocean, where the Sun 
Deſcends to other Skies and Worlds unknown; Yo 
Ev'o thither ſuall m my Love take Wing and follow, _ oh 
To ſeize the Aying Fair. The Anion Gods!. b 


wo $7 & ©'$ 


Their Iſland to the Ce But for thee, de 
Think ſt thou to awe me with that Fantom, luce? 
such empty Names may fright thy Coward Soul; 
But know that mine diſdains em. Bind him ftrait. 
[To the Priefts, 
I wo'not loſe another Thought about” thee. [DD drier, 
Begin the Rites, and EDS 8 
Deep nn Gods Ce lin. 
Ari, Why then, no more. But if we meet againe _ 
As, Py of great Account ſhall come, 


Perhaps 
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perhaps we may, may'ſt thou find Meroy there, 
fore than thou ſhew'ſt thy Brother here. Farewel, 
King. Farewel. To Death with him, and end the 
[The Prieſts bind Aribert, and lead him t© the Altar:. 
While the ſolemn Muſick is playing, 
Enter Seofrid. | 

Seof. Haſte, and break off your uneuſþicious Riters 
he inſtant Dangers ſum mon you awayz 
Deſtruction threatens in our frighted Streets; 
nd the Gods call to Arms. 
King, What means the Fear” 
hat trembles in thy pale, thy haggard vikge?' 
Speak out, and caſe this Labour of thy Soul. N 
Seof. Oh fly, my Lord 4 the Torrent grows upon us, 
\nd while I ſpeak we're loſt. Fierce Offs-comes ; 
rom ey'ry Part his crowding Euſigus enter, 
nd this way waving bend. With idle Arme 
Your Soldier careleſs ſtands, and bids em paſs; 
Some join, but all refuſe to arm againſt em; 

hey call em Friends, Companions, and their Conntrymen;. 
\ choſen Band, led by the haughty Princeſs, 
Imperious Rodogune, move {ſwiftly hither 
o intercept. your Paſſage to the Palace. 
bat only Strength is left, then fly to reach it. 
King. Curſt Chance !burt beſte, nnn 
hey ſna' not bar my Vengeance. 

Seof. Sacred Sir, "Pe 
Think only on your Safety. For the Prince, 
Your Crown, but more your Love, a thouſand Reaſons, 
All urge you to defer bis Fare; Time preſſe r, 
Or J could ſpeak em plain, | 


Xing, 


Firſt kill him, plunge thy Poniard in his Boſom, 


| King. at ce B+ 
I give him to thy Charge. | 
Senf. They come, my Lord. E lan 
King. Look to him wel, for, by vor drei Aur, q 
Thy Life ſhall pay for his, if he eſcape: 


And ſee thy King reveng d. 
[Ex. King, Seofrid, Guards and Attendant: 
Prieſt. Be chear'd, my Lord, 7 | 
Nor keep one Doubt of me; I am your Slave. 
The King is fled, and with him all your Dangers. 
Fate has reſery'd you for ſome glorious Purpoſe 5 
And ſee, your Guardian Goddeſs comes to ſave you: 
To break your Bonds, and make you ever happy. 
Enter Rodogune, Soldiers, and other Attendants. 
Rode. Well have our Arms prevail'd: Behold, he lives, 
Ungrateful as he is, by me he lives. 
Do I not come with too officious Haſte, - [Tv Aribert. 
Once more to preſs the Burthen, Life upon you? 
To offer, with an Ideot's Importunity, 


The nauſeous Benefit you ſcorn'd before? . 
Ari, If I refus'd the bleſſing from your Hands, 
Think it not rudely done with ſallen Pride; T. 
Since Life and you are two of Heay'ns beſt Gifts, H. 
Yet both ſhould be receiv d, both kept with Honour; r. 
Rodo. However live yes, I will bid thee live, W 
No matter what enſues, Fly far away, O 


Forget me, blot my Name from thy Remembrance, Pe 
And think thou ow'ft me nothing What! in Bonds! 
Well was the Task reſery'd for me. But thus 

I break thy Chain — Would I could break my oy. Lc 


* 1 * : N 

Offic. A Party of our Horſe, aber; 

o mark the Order of the Britons Camp, | 

let in their courſe ſome Seryants of the King; | 

or ſo they call'd themſelves, Ours judg d em Traitors,. 

nd would have ſciz'd as flying to the Foe. r -f 

frer a ſharp Reſiſtance ſome eſcap'd, | 

The reſt, for ſo your Princely Brother wills, 

ithout attend your Order.. 

Rodo. Let em enter. | 

A Woman! 

Dutey Etheliods,. and twe chm bs 

Ethel. Is there then an End of Sorrows ! 
¶KLuming to Aribert. 

| is then that cruel Chance that long purſa'd me, 

hat vext me with her various Malice long, 

geen kind at laſt, and bleſt me to my Wiſh, 

odg'd me once more within thy faithful Arms l 

Ari, Oh my foreboding Heart! Oh fatal Meeting! 

Ethel, Why droops my Love, my Lord, my Aribert? 

Why doſt thou ſigh and preſs me? and oh 2 

Wherefore theſe Tears that ſtain thy manly Viſage? 

They told me Heav n had ſtrove for thy Deliverance, 

Had rais'd thee up ſome kind, ſome 8 

To fave thee from thy cruel Brother's | = 

Why therefore do'ſt thou mourn, lay W's bleſt? 

Or does ſome new Affliction wound thee ? * ä 

Perhaps I am the Cauſe. 

Rodo. By all the Tortures, | 

The Pangs that rend my groaning Breaſt, tis ſhe; | 

My curſt, my happy Rival. See the Syren, 

See how with cager Eyes, he drinks her Charms, 

Mark how he liſtens to her ſweet Allurement : 
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She winds herſelf about his eafie Heart, | 
And melts him with her ſoft enchanting Tongue: | | a 
Ethel. Werum t 15 
Ari. Oh Ethelinda ? ba e f 
Why art thou here? Is this the Bren Camp? il 
Is Lucius here? Haſt thou a Brother here, 3 


To guard thy helpleſs Innocence from Wrong? 
Ethel. Have I not thee? 
Ari. Me! —— what can I do for thee? 
For we are wretched both. 3 
Rodo. Ill doubt no more. | 
My jealous Heart confeſſes her its Foe, 
And beats and riſes, eager to oppoſe her; 
Nor ſhall ſhe Triumph o'er me. No, ye Geds! 
If I am doom'd by you to be a Wretch, 
She too ſhall ſuffer with me; Prince, you ſeem [To Ari, 
To know this Pris ner, whom the Saxon Chief 
Accuſe of flying to our Foes, the' Byitons, 
However, I will think more nobly of you, 
Than to believe you conſcious of the Treaſon ; 70 
Nor can you prieve, if Juſtice dooms her to 
That Fate fhe hes deſery'd, Bear her to Der h. 


[To the Guards 

bie Alas to Death: Wat mean you? ſay, by 
. Unknown, unwilling Crime have I offended? what | 
To you, fair Princeſs, fince tis you that judge me, Ti 
Tho' now this Moment to my Eyes firſt known, D 

To you 1 bend, to you I will appeal. | [Kneeling, 

And learn my Crime from you. | 

Ari. Lein it from me; | * 
I am thy Crime, tis Aribert deſtroys thee, T 
Ethel, It thou art my Offence I've finn'd indeed, A 


Kyu 


\ 


% 


vn to a vaſt and numberleſs Account; ph can. 
or from the Time when I beheld thee firſt, [7d Aribert. 
y Soul has not one Moment been without thee; 
ill thou haſt been my Wiſh, my conſtant Thought, 
ike Light, the daily Bleffing of my Eyes, 
nd the dear Dream of all my ſweeteſt Slumbers, 
Rods, Oh the diſtracting Thought! 
Ethel. Nor will you think it [Td Rodogune: 
Crime to love, for that I love is true. 
n your fair Eyes I read your native Goodneſs, 
ap'ly ſome noble Youth ſhall in your Breaſt 
indle the pure, the gentle Flame, and ove 
\s dear to you, as Aribert to me: 
ould it be juſt that you ſhould die for loving ? 
hink but on that, and I ſball find your Pity; 
or Pity ſure and Mercy dwell with Love. 
Rodo. Be dumb for ever, let the Hand of Death 
loſe thy bewitching Eyes, and ſeal thy Lips, 
bat thou may'{t look and talk no more Deluſion. 
For oh! thy ey'ry Glance, each Sound ſhoots thro' me, 
nd kills my very Heart. Hence, bear her hence. | 
My Peace is loſt for ever but ſhe dies. \ 
Ari. Oh hold! for —— | 
Redo. Wherefore do'ſt thou catch my Garment? * 
hou that haſt ſet me on the Rack; com'ſt thou | 
To double all my Pains, and with new Terrors. 
Dreadful, to ſhake my agonizing Soul? 
Ari. What ſhall I fay to move thee? 
Rodo. Talk for ever, 
Winds ſhall be ſtill, and Seas forget to roar, 
The Din of babling Crowds, and peopled Cities, 
All ſhall be buſh'd as Death, while thou art ſpeaking: | 


Ari, 


For 
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For there is Muſick in thy Voice. 

Ari. Then hear me; 

With gentleſt Patience, with Compaſſion hear me, 
Thus while I fall before thee, graſp thee thus, 
Thus, with a bleeding Heart, and ſtreaming Eyes, 
Implore thee for my Ethelinda's Life. 

Rodo, Tho' thou wert dearer to my doating Eyes 
Than all they knew beſides, tho' I could hear thee 
While Ages paſt away; yet, by the Gods, - 

If ſuch there are, who rule o'er Love and Jealouſie,. 
And ſwell our heaving Breaſts with mortal Paſſions, 
I ſwear ſhe dies, my hated Rival dies. 

Ari. Then I have only one Requeſt to make, 
Which ſha not be deny d; to ſhare one Fate, 

And die with her I Love. 

Rodo. Ungrateful Wretch! 

Yet I would make thy Life my Care 

Ari. No mote: | 
Now I ſcora Life indeed. Tho' you had Beauty, 
More than the great Creator's bounteous Hand 
Beſtow'd on all his various Works together, 

Tho! all Ambition asks, the kingly Purple, 


Glory, and Wealth, and Pow'r, were yours to give,. 


Tho' length of Days and Health were in your Hand, 
And all were to be mine, yet I would chuſe 

To turn the Gift with Indignation back, 

And rather fold my Ethelinda thus, a 

And ſleep for ever with her in the Grave. 


de. Then take thy Wiſh, and let both die together, 


Yes, I will tear thee out from my Remembrance, 
And be at Eaſe for ever. 

Echel. Oh my Love! 
What can I pay thee back for all this Truth? 
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hat? but, ke thee, to triumph in my Fate, 

an fe-mato chin Life to die with thee. 

aſte then, ye Virgins, break the tender Turf, 

nd let your chaſter Hands prepare the Bed, 

here my dear Lord and I muſt reſt together ; 

hen let the Mirtle and the Roſe be ſtrow d, 

or tis my ſecond better Bridal Dax. 

dn my cold Boſom let his Head be laid, , 

nd look that none difturb us; 

ill the laſt Trumpet's Sound break our Jong Sleep; | 

nd call us up to everlaſting Bliſs. | 

Rod, Hence with em, take em, drive em from my Sight; 

The fatal Pair — [Exennt Aribert and Ethelinda guarded, 

That Look ſhall be my laſt. An: 124 

feel my Soul impatient of its Bondage, 

Diſdaining this unworthy idle Paſſion, | 

nd ſtruggling to be free. Now, now it ſhoots; 

t tow'rs upon the Wing to Crowns and Empire ; 

hile Love and Aribert, thoſe meaner Names, 

re left far, far behind, and loſt for ever. 

80 if by chance the Eagle's noble Off-ſpring, | 

ven in the Neſt, becomes ſome Peaſant's Prize, 

ompell'd a-while he bears his Cage and Chains, 

nd like a Pris'ner with the Clown remains; 

But when his Plumes ſhoot forth, and Pinions ſwell, 

He quits the Ruſtick, and his homely Cell, 

Breaks from his Bonds, and in the Face of Day, 

Full in the Sun's bright Beams he ſoars away ; 

Delights thro' Heay'n's wide patbleſs Ways to go, 

Plays with Fove's Shafts, and graſps his dreadful Bow, 

Dwells with immortal Gods,and ſcorns theWorld below. 

[ Exeunt Rodogune and Attendants. 
ACT 


AGT.V.. 8 0 E N E, I. 
8 CE N E The Palace. 
Enter the King and Seofrid. 
Kmng.h,TO! I will follow the fond Chice no more; 
No, more purſue the flying Fantom, Glory; 
But lay me down, and reſt in ſullen Peace; 
Secure of all Events to come, and careleſs _ 
If the Gods guide the World by Fate, or Fortune. 
Let em take back the worthleſs Crown, they gave, 


Since they refuſe their better Bleſſings to me. 
Seof. If not to Glory, yet awake to Loye: 


8 Wo od Cf. IJ © wy 


And tho? regardleſs of your Royal Stute, 0 
Yet live for Ethelinda, live to fave her, A 
Doom'd by the cruel Rodogune to die, 
Helpleſs and deſolate methinks ſhe ſtands, T 
And calls you to her _.. A 
King. What! doom'd to die! H 

Shall thoſe dear gowing Beauties then grow cold, T 
Pale, Riff, and cold? nor ſhall I fold her once? 4 
Shall ſhe not pant beneath my ſtrong Embrace, 1 
Swell to Deſire, and meet my furious Joy ? A 
Shall ſhe not breathe, and look, and ſigh, and murmur, BW 3; 
*'Till I am loſt for ever, ſunk in Ecſtaſies, . 
And bury'd'in ten thouſand thouſand Sweets? 
What! ſhall ſhe die? No, by the God of Arms, 

No Il will once more rouſe me to the War, w 
And ſnatch her from her Fate. A 


Seof, Then hear the Means 
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By which the Gods preſerye your Crown and Love. 
Oſwald, of all our Saxon Chiefs the firſt, | 5 fl 
And neareſt to your Brother's Heart, had —— | 
The choſen Strength of all the Briziſþ Youth, 
Under the leading of the gallant Lucius, 
To fave the Prince from your impending Wrath. 
By ſecret Marches they ate near advanc'd, 
And meant this Night to make their bold Attempt... 
; King. How favours this my Parpoſe?, | 
yl Seof. Thos, my Lord. - 
I have prevail'd their Force ſhall j Join with all 
Thoſe faithful Saxons, who are ſtill your Subjects. 
Your Foes, fierce Offa and bis haughty Siſter, 
Secure and inſolent with new Succeſs, 
Deſpiſe your Numbers, and inferior Strength. 
And may this Night with eaſe become your Prey; 
Oſwald attends without to learn your Pleaſure, 
And bear it to the valiant Britiſh Chiefs. 
King, The Britons! Gods! — the Nation which I hate, 
That Oſwald too! ——The Traitor ſtill has any Tr, 
Avow'd the Slave of Aribert, his Creature, 
His Boſom, fawning Paraſite No matter; 
They ſerve the preſent Purpoſe of my Heart, 
And Iwill uſe em now. Taught by thy Arts, 
I will look kindly on the Wreteh I loath, 
And ſmile on him I deſtine to — 
Bid him 2 
[Exit Seofrid, and Re-enter with Of ud. | 
Seof. The Valiane Oſwald, Sir. 
King, Your Friend has ſpoke at large your bold Deſign, 
Worthy your Courage, and your Princely Friend. 
And howſoc er the medling Hand of Chance | 


1 


mur, 
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Has ſown the unlucky Seeds of Sttife between us; | 

Yet I have ſtill a Brother's Part in 4riberr. - 

Nor ſhall my Hand be flow to lead you on, \ 

Till we have driven theſe haughty Inmates forth; N 

And independent fix d that Sov*reign Right, | 0 

Which our brave Fathers fought to gain in Britain. þ 
oſw. With honourable Purpoſe are we come, 

With friendly Greeting from the Brizons | 

And the fair Offer of an equal Peace. 

This only he demands; ſend back the Troops 

Which late arriv'd with Offa, now your Foe 

As well as his; and ſet your Princely Brother, 

With the Fair Erhelinda, ſafe and free. 

Theſe juſt Conditions once confirm'd to Lucius, 


Ambreſius is the Friend of Royal Hengih. 1 
The Bricons then ſhall join their Arms with yours; — 
To drive out theſe unhoſpitable Gueſts, — 
And leave you peaceful Lord of fruitful Kene, Bi 
The firſt Poſſeſſion of your warlike Father. r 
King. In friendly Part take we his proffer'd Love. 5 
der d Signet to the gaſaat Tacky, ma 
[Giving his Ring to Oſwall il 


Our Bond and Pledge of Peace, which in full Form 
We will confirm, ſoon as the preſent Danger 
Is well remov'd, and better time al'ows, 
Haſte thou to join our valiant Friends the Britons; 
My faithful Seofrid ſhall ſoon attend you, 
With full Inſtructions for your private March, " 
And means of Entrance here ; with the whole Order 
In which we mean t attack the common Foe. 

Of. I go, my Lord, and may the Gods befriend us, ¶ Ex 

[The King looks after Oſwald, then turns and walks 

er three times haſtily croſs the Stage, 
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Seof. Ha! whence _ ae Sn! tg The 
wrathbful Frown, 
Your Eyes fierce 1 e changing Viſie, 
Now pale as Death, now purpled o'er with Flame, 
Give me to know your Paſſions are at odds, 
And your whole Soul is up in Arms within, 
King. Oh thou haſt read aright, haſt ſeen me well; 
To thee I have thrown off that Mask I wore; 
And now the ſecret workings of my Brain 
Stand all reveal'd to thee. I tell thee, "Seofrid, | 
There never was a Medley of ſuch thinking. 
Ambition, Hatred, Miſchief and Revenge, ' 
ather like Clouds on Clouds; and then anon; | 
Love, like a golden Beam of Light, ſhoots thro', © - 
Smiles on the Gloom, and my Heart boundevrch pleaſure 
But tis no time for Talk, To Siwald fly, 
My Soldier and my Servant, often try'd; 
Bid him draw out a hundred choſen Horſe: 
And hold em ready by the Night's firſt Fall. 
Let 'em be all of Courage, n 
Such as dare follow whereſocer I lead. 0 * 
Where- e er this Night, or Fate, or Love hl er 
Seof. I haſten to obey you. But alas! 7 
Might your old Man have leave to ſpeak bis Fears — 
King. I read thy Care for me in all thoſe Fears; 
ut be not wiſe too much. Oft thou haſt told me, 
ove is a baſe, unmanly, whining Paſſion, +1 of 
make. I e ae and be tt.oF 
od waited at a0 avyful, abject Diſtance, | 1019 
cane by idle Rules, Wich (cornful- beuy 
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AUNTS FCG eee 1 
No! by our Gods, Ill ſuffer it no more. 
gf} Phra as 
King? To my Hevn, 1 
To Ehelinda's At. This very Evening; 
While the deladed Britom urge our Foes, 75 
And mabay e eee dethe fcc fe, | 
Amidſt the firſt Diſorder of the Fray, 
*T will not be hard te tive the weeping Fair; 
And, while the fighting Fools contend in vain, 
With all the Wings the God of Love u 1. 
To bear her far a 1e. 
Seof. Hal===-wrhither meu you 
To bend this raſb-(T feat) this eral-Flight #31 9 
Ling. Neaw where the Medway rolls her gentle Waves, 
To meet the Thames in bis Tmperial Stream. 
Thou know'ſt I have n Cattle of fuclf Strength, 
As well may ſporw the Metnce of a Siege. 
Thither I meim te brat my borely Pine, 
And, in Deſpigiu of alt the envious World, 
There riot in her Ams. But break we off. 
Hate tu perfes m my! Orders; and then follow, =» 
And ſhare in 4 the Fortiines of thy Ring.” lei Kay. 
Wo "7 . Mabe Sedbfeid., A ad 
Seof. ns dn 3 
And wiſts deciyltip Nitate thurwith Thuught; 
To keep the wenry Spie wiring ; 
To grad ad e e in terra N ,t 
Of reſtleſs hg Cav; n in 
Blind Goddeſs Cee ö wu 
Fr Wd al 
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t King. 
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May make a mighty Buſtle with their Foreſight, 
Thelr Scheees and Art tirlp Widow (ey Sort." 1 
der een. 


SCENE auen Temple. 


Enter Aribert and Ethelinda. 


Ethel. When this, the laſt of all our Days of Sorrow, 
Flies faſt, and haſteus to fulfill its Courſe ; 
When the bleſt Hour of Death at length is near, 
Why doſt thou mourn? when that good time is _ 
When we ſhall weep no more, but live for ever: 
In that dear Place, where no Misfortunes come; 
Where Age, and Want, and Sickneſs are not known, 
And where this wicked World ſhall ceaſe from troubling z 
When thick deſcending Angels eroud the Air, 

And wait with Crowns of Glory to reward us; Kg 
Why art thou ſad, N : 
+ ri; It comes, indeed, EA arte 
That muſt divide our faithful Loves for eyer. © _ 
A few ſhort Minutes more, and both ſhall periſh; © @ 
Sink to the Place where all things are forgotten. 

Our Youth and fair Affections ſhall be barren ; 

Shall know no Joys, which other Lovers know. 

Shall leave do Name bebind us, no Poſterity, 

Only the ſad Remembrance of our Woes, 

To draw a Tear from each who reads our 

And doſt thou ask me wherefore I am ſad? _ 
Ethel, *Tis hard indeed, tis very hard to part. 

Tho' my Heart grieves to want its Heat 'n : 

Pants for its Bliſs, , and fickens with Delay; _ 

Yet I could be content to live for thee. 
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Yes, I will own. thy Image ſtands before me; 
And intercepts my. Journey to the Stars, ' 
. Calls back the fervent Breathings of my Soul 
To Earth and thee; with longing Looks I turn, 
Forget my, Flight, and linger here below... | 

Ari. Is it decreed, by Heav'n's eternal Will, 
That none ſhall paſs the Golden Gates above; 
But thoſe who ſorrow here? Muſt we be wretched? 
Muff we be drown'd in many Floods of Tears, 

To waſh our deep, our inborn Stains away, 
Or never {ce the Saints, and. taſte their Joys? 

Ethel, The great o 'er-ruling Author of our Beings, 
Deals with bis Creature Man in various Ways, 
Gracious and Good in all; ſome feel the Rod, 

And own, like us, the Father's chaſt'ning Hand. 
Sey n times, like Gold, they paſs the purgiog Flame; 
And are at laft refin'd ; while gently ſome. 

Tread all the Paths of Life without a Rub. | 
With Honour, Health, with Friends and Plenty bleſs's 
Their Years roul round in Innocence and Eaſe. 
Hoary at. length, and in a good old Age, 

They go declining to the Grave in Peace, 

And change their, Pleaſures here for Joys above; 

Ari. To have ſo many. Bleſſings beap'd upon. me) | 
Tranſcends my Wiſh. I ask'd but only thee. 
Give me, I ſaid, but Life and Etbelinds; 

Let us but run the common Courſe together, 
Grow kindly old in one another's Arms, 
And take us to thy Mercy then, good Heavy an. 
But Heav'n thought that too much. 

Eibe. Tf our dear Hopes, | 
If what we value moſt on Zarth, our Loves, 
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Are blaſted thus by Death's untimely rand; TO 
If nothing good remains for us below, . * A 
So much the rather let us turn our Thoughts, 

o ſeek beyond the Stars our better Portion; 

bat wond'rous Blifs which Heav'n reſerves in tore, | 
Well to reward us for our Loſſes here; £ 
hat Bliſs which Heav'o, and only Heav'n can give, | 


Ir which ſhall be more to thee than Erbelinda,. 

nd more to me Oh vaſt Exceſs of Happineſs 1 

here ſhall my Soul make room for more than Aribert ! l 
© Enter Rodogune and Attendants. 


Rodo, If, while ſhe lives, ill I am doam'd to ſuffer, 
by am I cruel to my ſelf? -—— No more 
Tis fooliſh Pity—— How ſecure of Conqueſt | 

he ſoft Enchantreſs looks! but be at t Peace he 


r 


\ppear, ye Priefts, ye dreadful holy Men; 

e Miniſters of the Gods Wrath and mine, 

\ppear and ſeize your Sacrifice, this Chriſtian. 

ear her to Death, and let her Blood atone . 
or all the Miſchiefs of her Eyes and Tongue. 


be SCENE draws, and diſcovers tha ins: 
ner Part of the Temple. A Fire is prepar u 
on one of the Altars, near it are plai'd a 
Rack, Knives, Axes, and other Inſtruments 
of Torture; ſeveral Rat, err as for. 
4 Sacrifice. 


| Ari. See where e, tia all its ld 
be Rack, conſuming Flames, and wounding Steel. 
| D 3 | Your 
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Your eruel Triumph had not been compleat; 
Without this Pomp of Horror. Come, begin; 
Tear off my Robes, and bind me to the Rack; 
Streich out my corded Sinews till they burſt, 
And let your Knives drink. deep the flowing Blood. 
Jou ſhall behold how a Prince ought to die, 
And what a Chriſtian dares to ſuffer, | 
[the Guards ſeize Atibert and Echelind 
Offic. Hold! 


The Prince's Fate is yet deferr'd: The Woman 
15 ürſt ordain'd to ſufſer . Ere ſhe fall 
A Victim to our Gods, ſhe muſt kneel to em, 
Ot prove the To: tue. 
Ethel, I. diſdain thoſe Gods. 
|  Offic. Bind her ſtrait, and bear her to the Rack. 
Ari. What her! Oh mercileſs! i 
Ethel; Oh, ſlay me not, my Lover with Joy I go,. 
To prove the bitter Pains of Death before thee, . 
And lead thee on in the triumphant: Way. 
Ari. And can my Eyes endure it! to behold; _ 
Thy tender Body torn? theſe dear, ſoft Arms, 
That oft have wreath'd their ſnowy Folds about me, 
Diſtatted, bent, and broke with rending Pain 755 
Ol Roddgune read, read in my full Eyes, 
More than my Tongue can ſpeak, and ſpare my Love 
' Rode. And couldſt thou find no other Name but that d 
Thy Love! ob fatal, curſt, diſtracting Sound l. 
No, I wil ſteel my Heart againſt thy Pray r, 
Auch whiſper to my ſelf with ſullen Pleaſure, ; 
The Gods are juſt at length, and thou ſale feel” + * 
Pains, ſuch as I have known. 


Ani. Let me but dia. 
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Cut off this hated abje Cn — A 
| 2. ˙ prope agg | 
And make thee mourn my. Coldneſi and Diſdain. 
No more! I'll hear no more 

Ari, They bind her! ſee! 
See with rude Cords they kran her tender Limbs; 
Till the red Drops ſtart from their ſwelling Channels 
And with freſh Crimſon paint her dying Paleneſs, 
Oh all ye Hoſt of Heay'n! ye Saints and Angels? 

Ethel. Oh ſtay thy Tears, and mourn no more for.me; 
Nor. fear the Weakneſs of my Woman's Sou. 
For I am arm'd, and equal to the Combat, i 
In yain they laviſh all their cruel Arts, 
And bind this feeble Body here in vain; . 
The free, impaſſive Soul mounts on the. Wing, | 5 

| Beyond the reach. of Racks,.and.tortring, Flames,.. | 
g= And ſcorns their Tyranny — Oh follow thou! 
Be conſtant to the laſt, be ftx d, my Aribere, 
'Tis but a ſhort, ſhort Paſſage to the Stars. 
Oh follow thou! Nor let.me want thee long, 
And ſearch the bliſiful r 


— 


ic; Enter an Officer. . \ 

5 af, Arm, Royal Mad, ad take s- es. | 
The King with ſudden. Fury ſallies forth, 1 

ove.— Rr 

hat d Rodo, The King ! What Frenzy brings the Madman on 


EA Thus headlong to his Fate? —— But let him come,. |. 
His Death ſball fill my Triumph — Wealth eee 
The nobleſt, beſt Reward, ſhall, wait the Man. 


he wick ge hal cake his ated Head. 
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Du 4 ſtemd Officer, z Sword . 

Scond Offic. Hengift is here; he bears down a io 
The Nets, too have join'd their Arms to his, Ldim: 
And this way bend their Force. Wo; x 

Rode, Fly to my Brother, > ber Attendants, 


| And call bin to car Aid. 


Nit: [Shout within, and claſhing n. 
King' be.] Slave, give me way, . | 
Or I will tear thy Soul = Ki 
"Bold; within.) You paſs not her, © 
Seof. within.) What, know'ſt thou not the King? — 

oh curſed Villin? 


Enter the King wolmded, Seofrid, Ofvrald, and Soldiers 
with their Swords drawn. Olfwald runs to Aribert. 


Stef. Perdition on his Hand you bleed, my Lord! 


- King, My Blood flows faft —What, cant kngviſh'now! 
So near my Wiſh— Lend me thy Arm, old Seofid,” 
To bear me to her —— Ha! bound to the Rack! 
Mercileſs Dog: ye moſt pernicious Slaves? 
And ſtand ye ſtupid, baggard and 'amaz'd? © 
Fly ſwift as Thought, and ſer her free this Moment; 
Or by my injur'd Love, a Name more ſacred 
Than all your Function knows, your Gods and . 
Your Temples, Altars, and ybur painted Shrines, 
Your rug Trompery ſhall blaze together, 
[They wibind Ethelinda, 
0 "Tis vain to rave and curſe my Fortune dow. 
Thou native Greatneſs of my Soul befriend me, 
And help me-now to bear it as I ought; © © 
King. The feeble Lamp of Life mall kad a blatt 
To light me — thus far — only — and no farther. 
[Falling at Ethelinda's Feet, 
6 +" 


hn .0 am _ ww wv 
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E Raya! Convert * 

Yet Hlook up, An adi Woe 

As if I hop'd to gather Hrat ffom thence, 5 

Such as might feed the vital Flame for ever. 1 
Ethet.' Alas! you faint! your haſty Breath comes.ſhort, 

And the red Stream runs guſhing from your Breaft. 

Call-back your Thoughts from each deluding Paſſion, 

And wing your parting Soul for her laft Flight; 

Call back your Thoughts to alt your former Days; 

To ev'ry unrepented AR of Evil; 

And fadly deprecate the Wrath Divine. 
Xing, Oh! my fair Teacher, you adviſe in vain: 

The Gods and I have done with one another. 

This Night I meant to rival them in Happineſs. 

Spight of my Brother, and thy cruel Coldneſt, 

ts it nen 
Ethel,.Ob! Horror! 

King. But tis gone: Thoſe envious Gods 

Have done their worſt, and blaſted all my Hopes: 

They have deſpoiłd me of my Crown and Life, 

By a Shlave's Hand —— but I forgive em that, | 

Thee— they have robb'd me of my Joys in the 

Have trod me down to wither in the Grave. 
King. Old Man, no more: 43 

I have not leiſure for d Geis ewe * 

Thou, Avibert — ſhalt live, and wear my Cron 

Take it, and be as curſt with it as I was. | 

But Echelinds, ſhe too ſhall be thine: 3 

That — that's too much. This World Wen 

So good to give — the next may have — I know not 

(The King Din. 

Ari. There fled the fierce, untam'd, diſdaiofal Soul." 

Turn 


82 The, Royal Convert. 


Turn thee ffom Death, and riſe, my gentle Love 
A Day of Comfort ſeems to dawn upon us, | 
And Heav'n at length is gracious to our Wiſhes. 
Fabel. So numberieſs have been my daily Fears, 
"And ſuch the Terrors of my fleepleſ Nights, 
That ſtill, methinks, I doubt th uncertain Hepginels:- 
: Tho' at the Mufick of thy Voice, I own, . 
My Soul is huſht,-it ſinks into a Calm, 
And takes ſure Omen of its Peace from thee. * 
Ofſw. To end your bann 
Lucius, {Tv E 
Will ſoon be here; En now he ſends me Word, 
Fierce Offa and his Saxons fly before him; 
The conqu'ring Britons ſence you round from Danger, 
And Peace and Safety wait upon your Loves. 
4ri. Nor you, fair Princeſs, frown upon our Happine 
Still ſhall my, grateful Heart retain. your Goodneſs, = 
And ſtill be mindſul of the Life you gase. 
Nor muſt you think your {elf a Pris'ner here: 
Whene'er you ſhall appoint, a Guard attends, re 
To wait you to your Brother's Camp with Honour. _ 
Rade. Yes I will go; fly, far as Earth can bear ma, 
From thee, and from the Face of Man for ever. 
Curſt be your Sex, the Cauſe of all our Sorrows; 
Curſt be your Looks, your Tongues, and your falſe A 
That cheat our Eyes, and wound our eaſie Hearts; 
Curſt may you e for all the Pains you give, 
And for the ſcanty Pleaſures we receive; 
By which you bend, and force us to obey, - 
Oh Nature! partial Goddeſs, let thy Hand 
Be juſt for once, and equal the Command? 
. 


Woman ole be Miftreſs in bet tun · 

ibdue Mankind beneath her haughty Scoro CC 

id ſmile to ſee the proud Oppreſſor mourn. _ 
ET ufer jn 

O/w. The Winds ſhall ſcatter all thoſe idle Curſes 

xr; far away from you, while ev'ry Bleſſing 

trends to Crown you. From your happy Nuptials; 

om Royal Aribert, of Saxon Race, © 

in'd to the Faireſt of the Britiſh Dames, 

Jethinks I read the Peoples future Happineſs ; 

nd Britain takes its Pledge of Peace from you, 

Ethel, Nor are thoſe pious Hopes of Peace in vain; 

nce I have often heard a holy Sage, 

venerable, old, and Saint. like Hermit, | 

ith Viſions often bleſt, and oft in Thought , 

apt to the higheſt, brighteſt Seats above. 

hus, with Divine, Prophetick Knowledge fill'd, 

diſcloſe the Wonders of the Times to come. 

df Royal Race a Britiſh Queen ſhall riſe, 

reat, Gracious, Pious, Fortunate and Wiſe; 

o diſtant Lands ſhe ſhall extend her Fame, | Be. 

nd leave to latter Times a mighty Name: | 

yrants ſhall fall, and Faithleſs Kings ſhall bleed, 

nd groaning Nations by her Arms be freed, 

ut chief this happy Land her Cate ſhall prove, - 

nd find from her a more dm Mother's Love. 

rom Hoſtile Rage ſhe ſhall preſerye it free, 

afe in the Compaſs of her ambient Sea : 

ho' fam'd her Arms in many a cruel Fight, ? 


2 
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Yet moſt in peaceful Arts ſhe ſhall delight, 
nd her chief Glory ſhall be to UniTe, 


„% *. Royal Cone. 
Pics, Saxons, ivy 
= Angles, ſhall no known; 
_— be the noble Nam i 
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LONDON: 


4 for Benward LIN Tor, at the Croſs-Keys, 
tween the Temple-Gates, in Fleet-Street. 1728, 


Oueensberr) and Dover, ; 
"Marquils of Beverley, bee. 


# 


Mr Loxnr, 1100 3H pitt "4 
e428 Have long lain under the greateſt 
B99 Obligations to Your Grace's Fa- 
wi, and nothing has been more 
mann in my Wiſhes, than that I might 
be able to diſcharge ſome part, at leaſt, of 
ſo large a Debt. But Your Noble Birth 
and Fortune, the Power, Number, and 
Goodneſs of thoſe Friends You have alrea-. - 
dy, have placed You'in ſuch an Indepen- 
dency'on the reſt of the World; that the 

| A 3 Ser- 


1 


Services 1 am able to render to Your Grate 
call geber be advantageous, I am ſure not 
neteſſary, to You in any part of Your Life | 
Howerer, the next piece of Gratitude, and | 
the only one I am capable of, is the Acknow- 
ledgment of what I owe: And as this 13 the 
moſt publick, and itideed the only way I have 
doing it, Tour Grace will pardon me if 1 
take this Opportunity to let the World 
know the Duty and Honour I had for Your 
Illuſtrious Father. It is, I muſt confeſs, a 
very tender Point to touch upon; and at the 
firſt fight may ſeem an. ill-choſen Compli- 
ment, to renew the Memory of ſuch a Loſs, 
eſpecially to a Diſpoſition ſo gr ory an 
tle, and to a Heart ſo ſenſible of filial Piety 
as Your Grace's has been, even from Your 
earlieſt Childhood. Burt perhaps this is one 
of thoſe Griefs by which the Heart may be 
made better; and if the Remembrance of 
his Death bring Heavineſs along with it, 
the Honour that is paid to his Memory by 
all good Men, ſhall wipe away thoſe Tears, 
and the Example of his Life ſet before Your 
Eyes, ſhall be of the greateſt Advantage to 
Your Grace in the Conduct and future Diſ- 

poſition of Your Own. 
In a Character ſo amiable as that of the 
Duke of QuztxszEeRRY was, there can be no 
Part ſo proper to begin with, as that which 
was 


dal 


. 
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ds was in him, and is in all good Men, the 
„Foundation of all other Virtues, either Re- 
fe, ligious or Civil, I mean Good- nature: Good- 
ad nature, which is Friendſhip between Man 
'- WY 2nd Man, Good Breeding in Courts, Chari- 


he iy in Religion, and the true Spring of all 
ve BY Beneficence in general. This was a Quality 
f 1 be poſſeſs'd in as great a meaſure as any 
rid Gentleman I ever had the honour to know, 


It was this natural Sweetneſs of Temper, 
which made him the beſt Man in the world 
to live with, in any kind of relation. It 
was this made him a good Maſter to his Ser- 
vants, a good Friend to his Friends, and 
the tendereſt Father to his Children, For 
the laſt, I can have no better Voucher than 
Your Grace; and for the reſt, I may appeal 
to all that have had the honour to know 
him. There was a Spirit and Pleaſure in 
his Converſation, which always enliven'd the 
Company he was in; which, together with 
a certain Eaſineſs and Frankneſs in his Diſ- 
poſition, that did not at all derogate from 
the Dignity of his Birth and Character, ren- 
der'd him infinitely agreeable. And as no 
Man had a more delicate Tafte of natural 
Wit, his Converſations always abounded in 
Good-humour. ned . 

For thoſe Parts of his Character which 
hich related to the Publick, as he was a Noble 
was man 
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man of the firſt Rank, and a Miniſter of 
State, they will be beſt known by the great 
Employments he paſt through ; all which 
he 'diſcharg'd worthily as to himſelf, juſtly 
to the-Princes who imploy'd him, and ad- 
vantageouſly for his Country. There is no 
occaſion to enumerate his ſeveral Employ- 
ments, as Secretary of State, for Scotland in 
articular, for Britain in general, or Lord 
FH h Commiſſioner of Sor/and ; which laſt 
Office he bore more than once; but at no 
time more honourably, and (as I hope) more 
happily, both for the preſent Age, and for 
Poſterity, than when he laid the Foundation 
for the Britiſh Union. The Conſtancy and 
Addreſs which he maniſeſted on that — 
ſion, are ſtill frefh in every body's Memo- 
Ty ; and perhaps when our Children ſhall 
reap thoſe Benefits from that Work, which 
ſome People do not foreſee and hope for 
now, they may remember the Duke of 
QuEtXxSBERRY with that Gratitude, which 
ſuch a piece of Service done to his Country 

deſerves. I-19 in a ng 
He ſhew'd upon all Occaſions a ſtrict and 
immediate Attachment to the Crown, in the 
legal Service of which, no Man could exert 
himſelf more dutifully nor more ſtrenuouſſy: 
And at the ſame time no Man gave more 
bold and more generous Evidences = the 
- ove 
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generally lamented; and of a Lady adorn'd 
with all Virtues that enter into the Character 
of a good Wife, an admirable Friend, and a 
moſt indulgent Mother. The natural Ad- 
vantages of Your Mind, have been cultivated 
by the moſt proper Arts and Manners of Edu- 
cation. You have the Care of many noble 
Friends, and eſpecially of an excellent Uncle, 
to watch over You in the Tenderneſs of Your 
Youth. You ſet. out amongſt the firſt of 
Mankind, and I doubt not but your Virtues 
will be equal to the Dignity ↄf your Rank. 
Thar I may live to ſee Your Grace eminent 
for the Love of Your Country, for Your 
Service and Duty toYour Prince, and, in con- 
venient Time, .adorn'd withall the Honours 
that have ever been conferr'd upon Your-Neo- 
ble Family: That you may be diftinguiſh'd 
to Poſterity, as the braveſt, greateſt, and beſt 


Man of the Age You live in, is the hearty 


Wiſh, and Prayer of, 
+MY LORD, 
Tour Grace“: moſt Obedient, and 


moſt Faithful, Humble Servant. 


N. ROWE 
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Tale, "which told long fince in homely wiſh, 
Hath never ail'd of melting gentle WHILST er 
t no nice Sir deſpiſe our hapleſs owe | 
Becauſe recording” Ballads chant h 


[hoſe venerable antient Song Enditers 
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Les ebing ry Phillis's, or Chloe's P my a 
K. % they drew the Fair, and ſpo her Mal, 70 0 
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our . what 2 ain'd in Verſe, we de lo N 
ON” heir Whrd: Ning, — knew ee 
urs r Speech was — but their Hearts were 122 . 
No- +ch an Age, Immortal Shakeſpear wrote, : 
is I " quaint. Rules, nor hampering Criticks caught; 94 
ith rough v ajeſtick Force he mov'd the Heart, - 
beſt Strength — Nature made. amendſ for Art. 
arty N humble Author doss his Stoss punſus,, 
e owns he had the mighty ty Bard in view; 
{1d in theſe Scenes has 3 it more his Care 
0 roaſt the + Paſſions, than to charm the Ear. 
2” for thoſe g gk Beaux who love the. Chime, \ 
5 be ph of A. jingle into Abimg e 
| be Ladies too, he hopes, will not complain,  _ 
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mph forſaken, my a perjur'd Swan. 
at . fears, in, leſt by Dames ſhould pon i 
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JANE SHORE. 


ACT IL SCENE I 


SCENE the 8 


Enter the Duke of Gloſter, Sir Richard rail and 
„  GLOSTER. 
HUS far Succeſs attends upon our Coun- 
ſels, 
ud cach Event has bred to my Wiſh; 
rde Queen and all her upſtart Race are 

 quelld; _ 
My, is baviſh'd and her Brother Rivers 

Eer this lies ſhorter by the Head at Pomfrer, 
D Me, 


EULER 0 


* 
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The Nobles have with joint Concurrence nam'd me 
Protector of the Realm: My Brother's Children, 

' Young Edward and the little York, are lodg'd - 
Here, ſafe within the Tower. How ſay you, Sirs, - 
Does not this Buſineſs wear a lucky Face? 

The Scepter and the Golden Wreath of Royalty 
Seem hung within my Reach. 

Ratcl. Then take em to you, 

And wear em long and worthily ; you are 
The laſt remaining Male of princely, Torx: pgs 
(For Edward's Boys, the State eſteems not of ern,) 
And therefore on your Sovereignty and Rule 

The Common-Weal does her Dependance make, 

And leans upon your Highneſs able Hand. 

Cat. And yet to-morrow does the Council meet 

To fix a Day for Edward's Coronation. 

Who can expound this Riddle? 

G ft. Thar can I. 

Thoſe Lo ds are each one my approv'd 1 Friends, 
Of ſpecial Truſt and Nearneſs to my Boſom; 
And howſoever buſy they may ſeem, 

And diligent to buſtle in the State, 

Their Zeal goes on no further than we lead, 
And at our bidding ſtays. 

Cat. Vet there is one, 

And he imongſt the foremoſt in his Power, 
Of whom I wiſh your Highneſs were aſſur d: 
For me, perhaps it is my Nature's Fault, 

I own I doubt of his inclining much. 

Gloſs. I gueſs the Man at whom your Words wou' 
point: 

Huſtins . | * 


"JANE sun. „ 
Cat. The ſame. it 
Gloſt. He bears me great Tor 1. 
Cat. Men e UPLAE Mili 
And Glofter's Duke, he bows with lowly Service: 
But were he bid to cry, God fave King Richards 
Then tell me in what Terms he would reply. | 
Believe me, I have proy d the Man, and found hint 
1 know he bears a moſt religious Reverence 
To his dead Maſter Edward's Royal Memory, 
And whither that may lead him, is moſt plains 
Yet more One of that ſtubborn ſort he is, 
Who, if they once grow fond of an Opinion, 
They call it Honour, Honeſty, and Faith, 
And ſooner part with Life than let it go. 
Gloſt. And yet this tough impracticable Heart, 
Is govern'd by a dainty-finger'd Girl; 
Such Flaws are found in the moſt worthy Natures; 
A laughing, toying, wheedling, whimpering She, 
E Shall make him amble on a Goſlip's Meſſage, 
And take the Diſtaff with a Hand as patient 
As Cer did Hercules. 
Ratcl. The fair Alicia, 
Of noble Birth and exquiſite of Feature, 
Has held him long a Vaſſal to her Beauty. 
Cat. I fear, he fails in his Allegiance there; 
Or my Intelligence is falſe, or elſe 
The Dame has been too laviſh of her Feaſt, 
And fed him till he loaths. 
Gloſt. No more, he comes. 


* 


4 The TN xcxzpriof -_ 
Enter Lord Haſtings. .. 
L. Haſt. Health and the Happineſs of many Days. 
Attend upon your Grage. _ 

Gleſt. My good Lord Chambarkin! . 0 
Ware much beholden to yqur gentle Friendſhip. | 
L.Haſt. My Lord, I come. an humble Suitor to you. 

daf. Inright good time. Speak out your Pleaſure feel, 


L. Haſt. I am to move your en as, 
Of Shore's unhappy Wife, | 


Glaſt. Say you? Of Shore? ? Iu 

L. Haft. Once a bright Star that held her Placeon high: 
The firſt and faireſt of our Engliſh Dames, 
While Royal Edward held the Sov” reign Rule. 


Now ſunk in Grief, and pining with Deſpair, 0 
Her waining Form no longer ſhall incite © A: 
Envy in'Woman, or Deſire in Man. I 
She never ſees the Sun, but thro! her Tears, A pr. 


And wakes to ſigh the live- long Night away. 

Gloſt. Marry! the Times are badly chang d with her 
From Edward's Days to theſe, Then all was Jollity, Wi 
Feaſting and Mirth, light Wantonneſs and Laughter, Th 


Piping and Playing, Minſtrelſy and Maſquing ; To 
Till Life fled from us like an idle Dream, An 
A Shewof Mommery without a Meaning. . 
My Brother, Reſt and Pardon to his Soul, | "<4 
Is gone to his Account, for this his Minion, b 
The Revel - rout is done But you were ſpeaking 4. 
Concerning her have been told that you She 
Are frequent in your Viſitation to her. | | ug 
L. Haſt. No farther, my good Lord, than friendly Pity, Whi 
And tender-hearted Charity allow. 8. 


00. 


se 8 
Gloft. G5 to I Aid bot men ro chide you for ie. 5 
For, ſooth to fay, 1 hold it noble in you 
To cheriſh the Diſtreſs d- On with your Tale, 
L. Haſt. Thus is it, gracious Sir, that certain Officers 
Uſing the Warrant bf your mighty Name, | 
With Inſolence unjuſt, and lawleſs Power, 
Hive ſciz'd upon the Lands, Which late he held 
By Grant from her great Maſter: Awards Bounty. 
Gloſt. Somevvhat of this, but lightly, ; have 1 1 z 
And tho' ſome Counlellors of forward Teal, 
Some of molt ceremonious Sanctity, 
And bearded Wiſdom, often have el 
The Hand of Juſtice to fall heavy on her; 
Yet ſtill in kind Compaſſion of her Weakneſs, 
And tender Memory of Edward's Love, 
I have with-held the mercileſs ſtern Law 
From doing Outrage on her helpleſs Beauty. | 
L. Haſt. Good Heav'n, who renders Mercy back for 
her Mercy, 
„ wich open-handed Beunty fhall repay you: 
This gentle Deed ſhall fairly be ſer foremoſt, 
To ſcreen the wild Eſcapes of lawleſs Paſſion, 
And the long Train of Frailties Fleſh is Heir to. 
Gloſt. Thus far, the Voice of Pity pleaded only 
Our farther and more fail Extent of Grace 
Is given to your Requeſt. Let her attend, 
And to ourſelf deliver up her Griets. 
She ſhall be heard with Patience, and each Wrong 
At full redreſt. But I have other News 
Which much import us both, for ſtill my Fortunes 
Go hand in hand with yours: Our common BOs, 
B 3 The 


y Pity, 


ole. 
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The Queen's Relations, our new-fangled Gentry, 
Have fall n * for your Privacy 
| [ Exemnt: 


SCENE IL 


An Apartment in Jane Shore“? "Houſe. 
Enter Bellmour and Dumont. 


Bell. How ſhe has liv'd you! ve heard my Tile dread 
The reſt your own Attendance in her Family, 
Where I have found the Means this day to place you, 
And nearer Obſervation beſt will tell you © 
See with what ſad and ſober Cheer ſhe comes. 

. Enter Jane Shore. 
Sure, or I read her Viſage much amiſs, 
Or Grief beſets her hard. Save you, fair Lady, 
The Bleſſings of the chearful Morn be on you, 
And greet your Beauty with its opening Sweets. 
F. Sh. My gentle Neighbour ! your good Wiſhes ſtil 


Purſue my hapleſs Fortunes: Ah! good Bellmour ! a 

How few, like thee, enquire the wretched out, 

And court the Offices of ſoft Humanity ? 

Like thee reſerve their Raiment for the Naked, 1 

Reach out their Bread, to feed the crying Orphan, * 

Or mix their pitying Tears with thoſe that weep? 1 

Thy Praiſe deſerves a better Tongue than mine 

To ſpeak and bleſs thy Name. 1s this the Gentleman I I. 

Whoſe friendly Service you commended to me? * 
Bell. Madam! it is. 1 


J. b. A venerable Aſpect! * 
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Age ſits with ene Grace upon his Viſage, 

And worthily becomes his ſilver Locks; “ 

He wears the Marks of many Years well ſpent, 

Of Virtue, Truth well tryd, and wiſe Experience; 

A Friend like this, would fuit my Sorrows well. 
Fortune, I fear me, Sir, has meant you ill, Ito Dumont, 
Who pays your Merit with that ſcanty Pitrance, 
Which my poor Hand and humble Roof can give, 
But to ſupply thoſe golden V antages, 

Which elſewhere you might find, expect to meet 

A juſt Regard and Value for your Worth, 

The Welcome of a Friend, and the free Partnerſhip. 


Of all that little Good the World allows me. 


Dum. You over-rate me much ; and all my Anſwer 
Muſt be my future Truth; ler that ſpeak for me, 

And make up my deſerving. 

F. Sh. Are you of England? 

Dum. No, gracious Lady, Handers claims my Birth; 
At Autwerp has my conſtant biding been, ä 
Where ſometimes I have known more plenteous Days 
Than thoſe which now my failing Age aftords. 

F. Sh. Alas! at Antwerp b forgive my Tears! 

OO (eping. 
They fall for my Offences——and muſt fall 
Long, long Cer they ſhall waſh my Stains away, 
You knew perhaps—oh Grief! oh Shame - my Husband. 

Dum. I knew him well—but ſtay this Flood of Anguiſh, 
The ſenſeleſs Grave feels nqt your pious Sorrows: 
Three Years and more are paſt, ſince I was bid, 

With many of our common Friends, to wait him 
A I attended, | 
B4 Sprinkled 


* . 


 Sprinkled his clay-cold Corſe with holy Drops, - 
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According to our Church's rey'rend Rite, 
And faw him laid in hallow'd Ground, to reſt. - 

F. Sh. Ohl that my Soul had lenor jon vn kin 

That 1 had liv'd within his guiltleſs Arms, 

And dying ſlept in Innocence beſide him! 

But now his honeſt Duſt abhors the enn 

And ſcorns to mix with mine. Kt £0 
Enter a Servant. | 

Serv. The Lady: Alicia, 0 © 
Attends your Leiſure. + 15 1 

J. Sh. Say I wiſhto fee: her. bæum Serv 
Pleaſe, eee 4 
I wait you on the Inſtant; and inform you 
Of each unhappy Circumſtance, in which 
Your friendly Aid and Counſel much may ftead me. 

e u Be N eel Pilates, 
_ Enter Alicia. 

An „ Still, my air Friend, ail hall T find you thus? 
Still ſhall theſe Sighs heave after one another, 
Theſe trickling Drops chaſe one another till, 
As if the poſting Meſſengers of Grief, 
Could overtake the Hours fled far away, 
And make old Time come-back? - 

F. Sh. No, my Alicia, 


Heaven and his Saints be witneſs to my Thoughts, 
There is no Hour of all my Life o'er-paſt, 


That I could wiſh ſhould take its turn again. 

Alic. And yet ſameof thoſe Days my Friend has known 
Some of thoſe Years might paſs for golden ones, 
At leaſt, . 10 
bel =y ' : 
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What could we wiſh, we who/delight in Empire. 

Whoſe Beauty is our Sov'reign-Good, and wm us 
Our Reaſons to rebel, and Pow'r tb reign, 
What could we more than to behuld a — 
Lovely, Renown'd, a Conqueror, and Young, 
Bound in our Chains, and fighing at our Feet? 

J. SH. 'Tis true, the Royal Edward was a Wonder, 
The goodly Pride of all our Engliſb Youth; 
He was the very Joy of all that ſaw him, 
Form'd to delight, to love, and to perſuade. 
Impaſſive Spirits, and angelick Natures 
Might have been charm'd, like yielding human Weakneſs, 
Stoop'd from their Heav'n, and liſten'd n 
But what had I to do with Kings and Courts? 
My humble Lot had caſt me far beneath os: 1 


And that he was the firſt of all, Mankind. 1 
The braveſt and moſt lovely, een i ih 
Alic. Sure, ſomething more than Fortune * wy : 
Loves; 


Nor could his Greatueks 8 
Be elſewhere match wel ae the n 


And Beauty of my Friend. Av bo 
F. Sh. n rät. 11 2504 e 
He was the Bane and Ruin of my Peace. vr $:4 


This Anguiſh aud theſe Tears, theſe rs er 
His fatal Love has left me. Thou wilt ſee me, . 
Believe me, my Alicia, thou wilt ſer me, ni go bark 
E'er yet a few ſhort Days paſs der my Head... 
Abandon d to the very utmoſt Wi hed ned. 
The Hand of Pow't has ſeiz d almoſt the . 1 

Of what Was left for: _— Lies Support; dud if 
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Before thy. charitable Door for Bread. vi 
Alic. Joy of my Life, my dea eſt Shore, WY 
To wound my Heart with thy CT Germ 
Raiſe thy {ad Soul to better Hopes than theſe, 
Lift up thy Eyes, and let em ſhine once more, 
Bright as the Morning Sun above the Miſts. 
Exert thy Charms, ſeek out the ſtern Protector, 
And ſooth his ſavage Temper, with thy Beauty: 
| Spite of his deadly unrelenting Nature, 
|| -He ſhall be mov'd to pity and redreſs Thee. 
. F. &.. My Form, alas! has long forgot to pleaſe; 
Te scene of Beauty and Delight is chang d, 
No Roſes bloom upon my fading Cheek, 
Nor laughing Graces wanton in my Eyes; 
But haggard Grief lean-looking fallow Care , 
And pining Diſcontent, a rueful Train, 
Dwell on my Brow all hideous and forlorn. 
. One only Shadow of a Hope is left me; 
| The noble-minded Haſtings, of his Goodneſs, 
| Has kindly underta en to be my Advocate, 
| And move my humble Suit to angry Gloſter. 

Alic. Does Haſtings undertaketo plead your Cauſe? 
eee eee 
Melting und eaſy, yielding to Impreſſion, 

And catching the foft Flame W 
But Yours ſhall charm him long. | 

J. ch. Away, you Flatterer | 
Nor charge bis bens Miating wih e Waalkneſk, 
Which his great Soul and Virtue. muſt diſdain. © 
Tea much of Love thy hapleſs land hay gon, 


Jang Snonk. 11 
Too many eddy fooliſh Hours are gone, _ 
And in fantaſtick Meaſures danc d away: 
May the remaining few know only Friendſhip. 
So thou, my deareſt, trueſt, beſt Alicia, 
» Vouchſafe to lodge me in thy gentle Heart, 
A Partner there; I will give up Mankind, 
Forget the Tranſports of encreaſing Paſſion, | 
And all the Pangs we feel for its Decay. 
Alic. Live! live and reign for ever in my Boſom, 
[Embracing. 


% 


Safe and unriva'd there poſſeſs thy own; 
And you, ye brighteſt of the Stars above, 
Ye Saints that once were Women here below, 
Be witneſs of the Truth, the holy Friendſhip, 
Which here to this my other ſelf I yow. 
If I not hold her nearer to my Soul, 3 9 
Than ev'ry other Joy the World can give, 
Let Poverty, Deformity and Shame, 
Diſtraction and Deſpair ſeize me on Earth, | 
Let not my faithleſs Ghoſt have Peace hereafter, 
Nor taſte the Bliſs of your celeſtial Fellowſhip, 

F. $h. Yes, thou art true, and only thou art true; 
Therefore theſe Jewels, once the laviſh Bounty 
Of Royal Edward's Love, I truſt to thee; [Giving a Cakes. 
Receive this all, that 1 can call my, own, 
And let it reſtunknown, and ſafe with thee ; 1 
That if the State's Injuſtice ſhould oppreſs me, 
Strip me of all, and turn me out a Wanderer, 
My Wretchedneſs may find Relief from 2 ; 
And Shelter from the Storm. ee: 
Aliee. My All is thine; e ; 

6 | One 
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One common Hazard ſhall attend us both, 
And both be fortunate, or both be wretched. 
But let thy fearful doubring Heart be ſtill, 
The Saints and Angels have thee in their Charge,” 
And all things ſhall be well. Think not, the . & 
The gentle Deeds of Mercy thou haft done,. 
Shall die forgotten all; the Poor, the Pris'ner, | 
The Fatherleſs, the Friendleſs, and the Widow, NY IT 
Who daily own the Bounty of thy Hand. 
$ Shall cry to Heav'n, and pull a Bleſſing on theez 
Ev'n Man, the mercileſs Inſulter Man, | 
Man, who rejoices in our Sex Weakneſs, 
Shall pity thee, and with unwonted Goodneſs, 
Forget thy Failings, and record thy Praiſe. 
J. Sb. Why ſhould I think that Man will do for the” 
What yet he never did for Wretches like me? 
Mark by what partial Juſtice we'are judg d: 
Such is the Fate unhappy Women find, . 
And ſuch the Curſe intail4 upen our Kind, 
That Man, the lawleſs Libertine, may rove, i 
Free and unqueſtion d through the Wilds of Love; | 
While Woman, Senſe and Nature's eaſy Fool, 
IF poor weak Woman ſwerve from Virtues Rule, 
If ſtrongly charm'd, the leave the thorny Way, 
And in the ſofter Paths of Pleaſure ſtray; 
Ruin enſues, Reproach and endleſs Shame, 
And one falſe Step entirely damns her Fame. 
In vain with Tears the Loſs ſhe may deplore, f f 5 
N 


In Hain look back to what ſhe was before, 
She ſets, like Stars that fall to nie de , 


hy deer v4 Sons, tz 
er It. "SCENE. 1 


SCENE Continues, | 
Enter Alicia. ed 
[peaking to Ile Shore As morn: 


Alic. NI farther, gentle Friend; ; good Angels guard you, 


And ſpread their gracious Wings about your 
Adlumbers. 
The drowſy Night grows on the World, and now 
The buſy Craftſmen and o'erlabour'd Hind 
| Forget the Travail of the Day in See: Ka 
„ Care only wakes, and moping Penſiveneſ  _.. 
With meagre diſcontented Looks they fit, | 
1 And watch the waſting of the Midnight Taper. * 
Such Vigils muſt 1 keep, ſo wakes my Soul. 
Reſtleſs and ſelf-rormented| Oh falſe Haſtings! 
Thou haſt deſtroy'd my Peace. I withour. 
What noiſe is that? 
What Vifitor is this, who with bold Freedom 
Breaks in upon the peaceful Night and Reſt, 
With ſuch à rude Approach? 1 
Enter a Servant. 

Serv. One from the Court, 4 Fn 
Lord Haſtings (as I think) demands my 1 

Alic. Haſtings! Be ſtill my Heart, e 
Wich his own Arts: With (age ens he e CO": 
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; Enter Lord Haſtings. 
[Speaks to à Servant at entring. 
Hlaſt. Diſmiſs: my Train, and wait alone without. 
\dlicis here! Unfortunate Encounter ! 
But, be it as it may, 
Alic. When humbly, thus, 
The Great deſcend to viſit the Afflicted, 
When thus unmindful of their Reſt, they come 
To ſooth the Sorrows of the midnight Mourner: 
Comfort comes with them, like the Golden San, 
Diſpels the ſullen Shades with her ſweet Influence, 
And chears the melancholy Houſe of Care. | 
L. Haſt. "Tis true, I would not over-rate a Courteſy, 
Nor let the Coldneſs of Delay hang on it, 
To nip and blaſt its Favour, like a Froſt; 
But rather choſe, at this late Hour, to come, 
That your fair Friend may know I have prevail'd ; 
The Lord Protector has receiv'd her Suit, 
And means to ſhew her Grace. 
_ lic. My Friend! my Lord. 
L. Haſt. Yes, Lady, yours: None has a Right morg 
ample 
To task my Pow'r than you.” 
Alic. I want the Words, 
To pay you back a Compliment ſo county; 
But my Heart gueſſes at the friendly Meaning, 
And wo'not die your Debtor, 
L. Haſt. Tis well, Madam. 
But I would ſee your Friend. | 
Alic. Oh thou falſe Lord“ e 
I wou d be M ſtreſs of my heaving Heart; 


5 m4 4 


n a a 


JANE Snonz * 


Stifle this * Rage, and learn from thee - og 
To dreſs my Face in eaſy dull /Tadifference : 2 
But two' not be, my Wrongs will tear tha Wag, 
And ruſh at once upon thee. | | 
L. Haft. Are you wiſe! 
Have you the Uſe of Reaſon? eee 
What means this Raving! this tranſporting Paſſion? 
Alic. O chou cool Traitor! thou inſulting Tyrant, 
Doſt thou behold my poor diſtracted Heart, 
Thus rent with agonizing Love and Rage, 
And ask me what it means? Art thou not falſe ? 
Am I not ſcorn'd, forſaken and abandon d, 
Left, like a common Wretch, to Shame and lafamy, 
Giv'n up to be the Sport of Villains Tongues, | 
Of laughing Paraſites, and lewd Buffoons; 
And all becauſe my Soul has doated on thee © TE 
With Love, with Truth, and Tenderneſs unutterable? 
L. Haſt. Are theſe the Proofs of Tenderneſs and Love? 
Theſe endleſs Quarrels, Diſcontents, and Jealouſies, - 
Theſe never-ceaſing Wailings and Complainings, +- 
ory Theſe furious Starts, theſe Whirlwinds of the Soul, 
| Which every other moment riſe to Madneſs ? 
Alic. What Proof, alas! have I not rr f 
What have I not abandon d to thy Arms? L bn 
Have I not ſet at nought my noble Birth, elf 
A ſpotleſs Fame, and an unblemiſh'd Race, | 
The Peace of Innocence, and Pride of Virtue? 
My Prodigality has giv'n thee all 
And now I've nothing left me to beſtow, 
You hate the wretched Bankrupt you have made. | 
L. Haft, Why am I thus purſu d from place to place, 
stifte | *. —_ 
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Kept in the View, and croſs'd at every turn? 
In vain I fly, and like a hunted Deer, 
Scud oer the Lawns, and haſten to the Covert ; 
' Fer I can reach my Safety, you Oertake me 
With the ſwift Malice of ſome keen Reproach, 
And drive the winged Shaft deep in my Heart. 

Alic. Hither you fly, and here you ſeek Repoſez 
Spite of the poor Deceit, your Arts are known, 
Your Pious, Charitable, Midnight Viſits; 

L. Haſt. If you are wile, and prize your Peace of Mind 
Yet take the friendly Counſel of my Love; 
Believe me true, nor liſten to your Jealouſy, 
Let not that Devil, which undoes your Sex, 
That curſed Curioſity ſeduce you, 
To hunt for needleſs Secrets, which neglected, 
Shall never hurt your Quiet, but once known, 
Shall fat upon your Heart, pinch it with pain, 
eee you. 

Go tobe yet advis d 

Ali. Doſt thou in Scorn, 
Preach Patience to my Rage? And bid me tamely 
Sit like a poor contented Ideot down, 

Nor dare tu think thou'ſt wrong d me Ruin ſeize thee, 
And ſwift Perdition overtake thy Treachery ! 
Have I-the leaſt remaining Cauſe to doubt? _ 
Haſt thou endeavour d once to hide thy Falſhood 2 
To hide it, might have ſpoke ſome little Tenderneſs, 
__ And ſhewn thee half unwilling to undo me- 
But thou diſdain'ſt the Weakneſs of 
Thy Words, and all thy Actions, have confels' i itz 
ae n Eyes avow it, vow they mE. f 

And 
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And infolently on the glorious Villain). [Ohains. 
L. Haft. E your 
Patient I bote the painful Bondage long. 
At length my gen tous Love difaing your Tyranny; 
The Bitterneſs and Stings of taunting Jealouſ, 
Vexatious Days, andJarring joyleſs Nights, | 
Have driv'n him forth to ſeek ſome ſafer Shelter, W 
Where he may reſt his weary Wings in peace. 
Alic. You triumph! do! And with .« me) ry 
Defy impending Vengeance. "Heay'n ſhall wink; a 
No more hie Arm thall'rolt the dreadfol Thunder, 
Nor ſend his Lighttings forth: No more bis Jtice 5 
Shall viſit the preſuming Sons of Men. 
But Perjury, like thine, ſhall dwell in fafety. ob 
L. Haſt. Whate'er my Fate decrees for me hereafier, | 
Be preſent to me now, my better Ange!!! a 
Preſerve me from the Storm which braune, l 
And if I have beyond Atonement ſinm d, W 
Let any other kind — {1220 h 
So 1 eſcape the Fury of that Tongue. | 
Al. Thy Pray r is heard—1 go—but know, proud Lord, 
Howe'er thou ſcorr'ſt the Weakneſs of my Sex, 1 
This feeble Hand may find the means to reach thee, © 
Howeer ſublime in Pow'r, and Greatneſs plac'd, ' a 
With Royal Favvur gnarded rund; und gracd; : 
On Eagle's Wings my Rage ſhall urge her Flight, 
And hurl thee headlong from thy 7 
Then like thy Fate, ſuperior will I f, 
And view thee fall n, and grov ling at my ret; 
See thy laſt Breath with Indignation go, 
And tread thee ſinking to the Shades below. Erie Alics 
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L. Haft. How fierce a Fiend is Paſſion ? * whe 
| Wildneſs, . 
What Tyranny untam'd, it. reigns in Woman! | 
| Unhappy Sex! whoſe caly yielding Temper 
Gives way to ev'ry Appetite alike : 
Each Guſt of Inclination, uncontroul'd, 
Sweeps thro? their Souls, and ſets them in an uproar 3 
Each Motion of the Heart riſes to Fury, 
And Love in their weak Boſoms is a Rage 
As terrible as Hate, and as deſtructive. | 
So the Wind roars o'er the wide fenceſeſs Ocean, 
And heaves the Billows of the boiling Deep, - 
Alike from North, from South, from Eaft, from Weſt; 
With equal Force the Tempeſt blows by turns 
From ev'ry Corner of the Seaman's Compaſs. 
But ſoft ye now for here comes one diſclaims 
Strife, and her wrangling Train; of equal Elements, 
Without one jarring Atom was the form 'd, 
And Gentlenefs, and Joy, make up her Being. 
Enter Jane Shore. 
Forgive me, Fair- one, if officious Friendſhip 
Intrudes on your Repoſe, and comes thus late, 
To greet you with the Tidings of Succeſs. 
The Princely Glaſter has vouchſaf d you Hearing, 
To-morrow he expects you at the Court; 
There plead your Cauſe with never · failing Beauty, 
Speak all your Griefs, and find a full Redreſs. 
F-$h, Thus humbly let your lowly Servant bend; me 
* Thus let me bow my grateful Knee to Earth, 
And bleſs your noble Nature for this Goodneſs. 1 Bi 


wie, Ris, grate Dee, you wrong wy | 
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Think me not guilty of a Thought f vain, 
To ſell my Courteſy for Thanks like theſe. 

F. Sb. Tis true, your Bounty e e 
But tho' my Mouth be dumb, my Heart ſhall thank you, 
And when it melts before the Throne of Mercy, i 
Mourning, and bleeding, for my paſt Offences, |. 
My fervent Soul ſhall breath one Prayer for you, 
If Prayers of ſuch a Wretch are heard on high, : 
That Heav'n will pay you back, when moſt you need. 
The Grace and Goodneſs you have ſhewn to me. 

L. Haſt. If there be aught of Merit in my Service, . 
Impute it there where moſt tis due, to Love; 


a: l 


Be kind, my gentle Miſtreſs, to my Wiſhes, 


And fatisfy my panting Heart with Beauty. 
F. Sh. Alas! my Lord——— _ 
L.Haf. Why bend thy Eyes to Earth? 


Wherefore theſe Looks of Heavineſs and Sorrow? 


Why breaths that Sigh, my Love? And yherefore falls. 
This trickling Show'r of Tears, to ſtain thy Sweetneſs?. 
J. Sh. If Pity dwells within your noble Breaſt, 
(As ſure it does) oh ſpeak not to me thus. 
L. Haſt. Can I behold thee, and not ſpeak of Love? 
Ev'n now thus fadly as thou ſtand'ſt before me, 
Thus deſolate, dejected, and forlorn, 
Thy Softneſs ſteals upon my yielding Senſes, 
Till my Soul fuints, and ſickens with Deſire; 
How canſt thou give this Motion to my Heart, 
And bid my Tongue be till? Shag | 
F. Sb. Caſt round your Eyes 
Upon the High- born Beauties of the Court; 
Bchold, like opening Roſes, where they bloom, 
| Sweet 


20 The user f 


| Sweet to the Senſe, unſuly d al and ſpotlels; .. 
There chuſe ſome worthy Partner of your Heart, 
To fil your Arms, and bleſs your virtuous Bed 
Nor turn your Eyes this way, where Sin and Mikey, 
Like loathſom Weeds, have over-run the Soil, | 
And the Deſtroyer Shame has laid all waſte. 
L.Haſt.What means this peeviſh,this fantaſfick Change? 
Where is thy wonted Pleaſantneſs of Face? 
Thy wonted Graces, and thy dimpled Smiles? _ 
Where haſt thou loſt thy Wit, and ſportive Mirth? 
Thit chearful Heart, which us d to dance for ever, 
And caſt a Day of Gladneſs all around thee? _ 
F. Sh. Yes, I will own I merit the Reproach; 
And for thoſe fooliſh Days of wanton Pride, 
My Soul is juſtly humbled to the Duſt: t 
All Tongues, like yours, are licens'd to upbraid me, 
Still to repeat my Guilt, to urge my Infamy, | | 
And treat me like that abje& Thing I have been. 
Yet let the Saints be witneſs to this Truth, | 
That now, tho late, I look with Horror back, 
That I deteſt my wretched ſelf, and curſe | | 
My paſt polluted Life. All-judging Heav'n. | 
Who knows my Crimes, has ſeen my Sorrow for them. | 
L.Haſt. No more of this dull Sruff. *Tis time enough 
To whine and mortify thy ſelf with Penance, 
When the decaying Senſe is palld with Pleafure, 
And weary Nature tires in her laſt Stage: 
Then weep and tell thy Beads, when alt ring Rheums | 
Have ſtain d the Luſtre of thy ſtarry Eyes, 
And failing Palſies ſhake thy withe:'d Hand, 
The preſem Moments claim more gen'rous uſe ; 
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Thy Beauty, Night and Solitude reproach me, | 
For having talk d thus long Come let me preſs thee, 
[Laying held on her. 

Pant on thy Boſom, fink into thy Arms, 
And loſe myſelf in the luxurious Fold. 

J. Sh. Never! By thoſe chaſte Lights above, I Gear, 
My Soul ſhall never know Pollution more; 
Forbear my Lord Here let me rather die, (Kneeling. 
Let quick Deſtruction overtake me here, 
And end my Sorrows and my Shame for ever. 

L. Haſt. Away with this Perverſencls,—'tis too much, 
Nay if you ſtrive—'tis monſtrous Aſſectation. (Serbuing, 

J. S. Retire! I beg you leave me 

L. Haft. Thus to coy it!-——, , 
With one who knows you too. 

F. Sh. For Mercy's ſake . 

L. Hap. Ungrateful Woman! 15 it hag you pay 
My Services 

J. Sh. Abandon me to Ruin 


Rather than urge me — 
. 44g This way to your Chamber, u \ 
There if you ſtruggle | | 
F. &. Help! Oh gracious Heaven! nods 2A 
Help! Save me! Help! | [Crying, one. 


Enter Dumont, he interpoſes. 
Dum. My Lord for Honour's ke — 
L.Haſt. Hah! What art thou? ASAP 
Dum. My Duty calls me bt $ 
To wy e ayes her, 
F. Sh, For Pity let me ga, 
L. Haſt. Avaunt! Baſe rom 
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At diſtance wait and know thy Office better. 
Dum. Forego your hold, my Lord! tis moſt unraaly 
This Violence 
L. Hat. Avoid the Room this moment, 


Or I will tread thy Soul out. 


Dum. No, my Lord | 
The common Ties of Manhood call me now, Fang? 
And bid me thus ſtand up in the Defence © + 
Of an oppre(#d, unhappy, helpleſs Woman. 
L. Haſt. And doſt thou know me, Slave? 
Dum. Yes, thou proud Lord! 
1 know thee well, know thee with ack Advinge 
Which Wealth, or Power, or noble Birch can give thee. 
I know thee too for one who ſtains thoſe Honours, 
And blots a long illuſtrious Line of Anceſtry, 
By poorly daring thus to wrong a Woman, 
LHaſt” Tis wondrous well! I fee, my Saint-like Dame, 
You ſtand provided of your Braves and Ruffians, 
To man your Cauſe, and bluſter in your Brothel, _ 
Dum. Take back the foul Reproach, unmanner d Raiker; 
Nor urge my Rage too far, leſt thou ſhould'ſt find 
I have as daring Spirits in my Blood 
As thou, or any of thy Race cer boaſted ; 
And tho' no gaudy Titles grace'd my Birth, 
Titles, the ſervile Courtier's lean Reward, 
Sometimes the Pay of Virtue, but more oft 
The Hire which Greatneſs gives to Slaves and Sycophants 
Yet Heav'n that made me honeſt, made me more 
Than ever King did, when he made a Lord. 
L. Hafi. Inſolent Villain! Henceforth let this teach thee 
[Draws and ſtrikes him. 
The 


„ é ant on... 


— 


Jane Store. 24 
The diſtance *rwixt a Peaſant and a Prince. 0h 
Dum, Nay then, my Lord! - (wawkg) Learn you by 
this how well 
An Arm reſoly'd can guard its Maſter's Life. [They fight, | 
7. Sh. Oh my diſtracting Fears! hold, for fweer Heav'n, 
[They fight, Dumont diſarms Lord Haſtings, 
L. Haſt. Confuſion ! baffled by a baſe-born Hind! 
Dum, Now, haughty Sir, where is our diff rence now ? 
Your Life is in my hand, and did not Honour, 
The Gentleneſs of Blood, and inborn Virtue 
(Howe'er unworthy I may ſeem to you) 
Plead in my Boſom, I ſhould take the Forfeit. 
But wear your Sword again; and know, a Lord © 
Oppos d againſt à Man, is but a Man, * DOOR 
L.H. Curſe on my failing Hand! Your better Fortune 
Has giv'n you Vantage o'er me; but perhaps 
Ie, YourTriumph may be bought with dearRepentance.[Ex. 
7. Sh. Alas! What have you done! Know you the Power, 
The Mightineſs that waits upon this Lord? 
er) Dum. Fear not, my worthieſt Miſtreſs; tis a Cauſe, 
In which Heav'n's Guards ſhall wait you. O Fate 
Purſue the ſacred Counſels of your Soul, 
Which urge you on to Virtue; let nor Danger, 
Nor the incumbring World, make faint your Purpoſe. 
Aſſiſting Angels ſhall conduct your Steps, 
Bring you to Bliſs, and crown your End with peace. 
_ J. Sh. Oh that my Head were laid, my {ad Eyes clos d. 
And my cold Corſe wound in my Shrowd to reſt; 
My painful Heart will never ceaſe to beat, 
Will never know a moment's Peace till then, 
Dum. Wou d you be happy? Leave this fatal Place, 


thee 


Fly 
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Fly from the Court's pernicious Neighbourhood; | -. 
Where Innocence is ſhame'd, and bluſhing Modeſty, 
Is made the Scorner's Jeſt ; where Hate, Deceit, 
Aud deadly Ruin, wear the Maſques of Beauty, 

And draw deluded Fools with Shews of Pleaſure. 
7. Sh. Where ſhould I fly, thus helpleſs and forlorn, 
Of Friends, and all the Means of Life bereft? [yon 

Dum. Belimour, whole friendly Care ſtill wakes to ſerv 
Has found you. out a little peaceful Refuge, 
Far from the Court, and the tumultuous City. boys 
Within an ancient Foreſt's ample Verge, \ 
There ſtands a lonely, but a healthful Delling. 
Built for Convenience, and the Uſe of Life, 
Around it Fallows, Meads, and Paſtures fair, 


A _— | a Mm ak as 


A little Garden, and a limpid Brook, __ ö; 
By Nature's own Contrivance ſeem diſpee'd;, | 
E 
Honeſt and true, with a well-meaning Prieſt: 
No Faction, or Domeſtick Fury's Rage, 
Did e er diſturb the Quiet of that Place, 
When. the contending Nobles ſhook the Land 
With York and Lantaſter's diſputed Sway, . | 
Your Virtue there may find a ſafe Retreat 
Erom the inſulting Pow'rs of wicked | 
F. Sh. Can there be ſo much Happineſs in ſtore! 
A Cell like that, is all my Hopes aſpire to. 
GOAL te: ve whe wee ig. 
| Fer the Clouds gather, and the Wintry Sky | 
Deſcends in Storms to intercept our P- 
Dum. Will you then go? You glad my very Soul 
Benth your TOs <p Jour Les 6 Weg | 


' Plenty 


Plenty, and Eaſe, and Peace of Mind ſhall wait you, 
And make your latter Days of Life moſt happy. 
'Oh, Lady! but I muſt nor, cannot tell you, 

How anxious I have been for all your Dangers, 

And how my Heart rejoices at your Safety. 

So when the Spring renews the flow'ry Field, 

And warns the pregnant Nightingale to build, 

She ſeeks the fafeſt Shelter of the Wood, 

Where ſhe may truſt her little tuneful Brood; 
Where no rude Swains her ſhady Cell may know, 
No Serpents climb, nor blaſting Winds may blow z 
Fond of the choſen Place, ſhe views it o'er, 

Sits nk 1 wanders thro' the Grove no more: 
Warbling Me charms it each returning Night, 

And loves it with a Mother's dear Delight. ¶Exeum. 


{ 
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ECT MT SCENE TL” 
SCENE the Court. 


Enter Alicia with a Paper. 


Alic. HIS Paper, to the great Protector 's Hand, 
With Care and Secrecy muſt be convey'd; 
His bold Ambition now.avows its Aim, 
To pluck the Crown from Edward's Infant Brow, 
And fix it on his own. I know he holds | 
My faithleſs Haſtings, adverſe to his Hopes, | 
- And much devoted to the Orphan King; 
- On that.I build: This Paper meets his Doubts, 
And marks my hated Rival as the Cauſe "ES. j 
Of Haſtings' Teal for his dead Maſter's Sons. 
Oh Jealouſy! Thou Bane of pleaſing Friendſhip, 


Thou worſt Invader of our tender Boſoms; T 
How does thy Rancour poiſon all our Softneſs, H 
And turn our gentle Natures into Bitterneſs ? W 
See where ſhe comes! Once my Heart's deareſt Bleſſing, H. 
Now my chang'd Eyes are blaſted with her Beauty, I 1 
Loath that known Face, and ficken to behold her. An 

Enter Jane Shore. 
J. Sh. Now whither ſhall I fly, to find Relief? To 
What charitable Hand will aid me now ? | To 


Will ſtay my failing Steps, ſupport my Ruins, ba For 
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Sad heal my wounded Mad" with e Contfore ; 
Oh, my Alicia? 

Allie. What new Grief is this? 
What unforeſeen Misfortune has ſurpriz'd thee, 
That racks thy tender Heart thus? 

F. Sh. Oh! Dumont! 

Alic. Say! What of him? 

J. Sh. That friendly, honeſt Man, 

Whom Bell mour brought of late to my Aſſiſtance, 

On whoſe kind Cares, whoſe Diligence and Faith, 

My ſureſt Truſt was built, this very Morn 

Was ſeiz d on by the cruel Hand of Pow'r, - 

Forc'd from my Houſe, and born away to Priſon. 
Alic. To Priſon, ſaid you! Can you gueſs the Cauſe? 
J. Sh. Too well, I fear.” His bold Defence of me, 

Has drawn the Vengeance of Lord Haſtings on him. 

Alic. Lord Haſtings ! Ha! 

J. Sh. Some fitter Time muſt tell thee 
The Tale of my hard Hap. Upon the preſent. | 
Hang all my poor, my laſt remaining Hopes. * 

Within this Paper is my Suit contain d; A 

ing Here, as the princely Gloſter paſſes forth, 

I wait to give it on my humble Knees, PRE 

And move him for Redreſs. | K 

[She gives the Paper to Alicia, who youu and 
ſeems to read it.] : 

Alic. [ Aſide.) Now for a Wile, es 
To ſting my thoughtleſs Rival to the Heart; - 

To blaſt her fatal Beauties, and divide her © © h 

For ever from my petjur'd Haſtings Eyes | 

The Wanderer may then look back to me, ARR "908 ' 


C 2 And” 
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\ 


Some Matters of the State detain our Leifure ; * 


And ſhow'r down Bleſſings on your Princely Head. 


That nodding totters with oppreſſive Woe, 1 | 
And ſinks beneath its Lead. | [Ex, F; Shore and Alc 


And give your Griefs Redreſs. Go to! be comforted. 
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And turn to his forſaken Home again: > 7 
Their Faſhions are the W it cannot fail. » 
¶ Pulling out the other Paper, 


J. Sh. But ſee the great Protector comes this way, 
Attended by a Train of waiting Courtiers. 
Give me the Paper, Friend. | 
Alic. ¶ Aſide.] For Love and Vengeance! | 
[Ohe gives her the other Paper, 
Enter the Duke of Gloſter, Sir Richard Ratcliffe, Catesby, 
f Conrtiers, and other Attendant. 
þ $h. [Kneeling] O Noble Gloſter, turn thy gracious Eye, 
Incline thy pitying Ear to my Complaint, 
A poor, undone, forſaken, helpleſs Woman, 
Intreats a little Bread for Charity, 
To feed her Wants, and fave her Life from periſning. 
Glaſt. Ariſe, fair Dame, and dry your wat'ry Eyes. 
| [ Receiving the Paper, and raiſing her. 
Beſhrew me, but twere Pity of his Heart, 
That could refuſe a Boon to ſuch a Suitreſs. 
Y have got a noble Friend to be your Advocate; 
A worthy and right gentle Lord he is, 
And to his Truſt moſt true, This Preſent, now, 


Thoſe once diſpatch d, we'll call for you anon, 
F. Sh. Good Heavens repay your Highneſs for this Pity, 


Come my Alicia, reach thy friendly Arm, 
And help me to ſupport that feeble Frame; | 


Gleft 
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eloſt. Now by my Hollidame! | 
Heavy of Heart ſhe ſeems, and fore afflicted. 
But thus it is when rude Calamity R 
Lays its ſtrong Gripe upon theſe mincing Minions; 
The dainty gew-gaw Forms diflolve at once, (read. 
And ſhiver at the Shock. What ſays her Paper? Len to 
Ha! What is this? Come nearer Razcliffe ! Catesby ! | 
Mark the Contents, and then divine the Meaning. 
[He reads.) 
Wonder not, Princely Gloſter, at the Notice | 
This Paper brings you from a Friend unknown ; 
Lord Haſtings is inclin'd to call you Maſter, 
And kneel to Richard, as to England's King ; 
But Shore's bewitching Wife miſleads his Heart, 
And draws his Service to King Edward's Sons : | 
Drive her away, you break the Charm that holds him, i 
- And he, and all his Powers, attend on you. 
Rat. Tis wonderful! | 
Cat. The Means by which it came; 
Yet ſtranger too | 
Gloſt. You ſaw it given but now. 
Rat. She could not know the Purport. 
Gloſt. No, tis plain | 
She knovvs it not, it levels at her Life 
A, Should ſhe preſume to prate of ſuch high Matters, 
The meddling Harlot! Dear ſhe ſhould abide it. 1 
Cat. What Hand foc'er ene Ee be am | 
It means your Highneſs well 5 
Lord Meftings will be here; this Morn baden 1 
To prove him to the Quick ; then if he inch, © a 
; C 3. Eisen! 
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No more but this, away with him at once, 
He muſt be mine or nothing- But he comes! _ 
Draw nearer this way, andobſerye me well. [They whiſper. 
Enter Lord Haſtings. 
* Haſt. This fooliſh Woman hangs about my Heart, 
Docks and wanders in my Fancy ſtill; 
This Coyneſs is put on, tis Art and Cunning, 
And worn to urge Deſire I muſt poſſeſs her: 
The Groom, who lift his ſaucy Hand againſt me, 
er this, is humbled, and repents his daring. 
Perhaps, ev'n ſhe- may profit by th Example, 
And teach her Beauty not to ſcorn my PowW- r. 
Glo. This do, and wait me<'cr the Council fits. 
[Exeunt Rat. and Cateſ. 
My Lord, y'are well encounter'd, here has been 
A fair Petitioner this Morning with us; 4 
Believe me ſhe has won me much to piry her: 
Alas! her gentle Nature was not made 
To buffet with Adverſity. I told her, 
How worthily her Cauſe you had befriended ;. _ \ 
How much for your good ſake we meant todo, 8 
That you had ſpoke, and all things ſhou'd be well. x 
L. Haſt. Your Highneſs binds me ever to your Service. 
Gloſt. You know your Friendſhip is moſt potent withus 
And ſhares our Power. Bur of this enough, 
For we have other Matters for your Ear: 
The State is out of Tune; diſtracting Fears, 
And jealous Doubts jar in our Publick Counſels; 
Amidſt the wealthy City, Murmurs riſe, _ 
L:wd Railings, and Reproach, on thoſe that rule, 
With open Scorn of Government; hence Credit, 


And publick Truſt twixt Man and Man are broke. s 
T 


ice. 


— 
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The golden Streams of Commerce are with-held, 

Which fed the Wants of needy Hinds, and Artizans, 

Who therefore curſe the Great, and threat Rebellion. 
L. Haſt. The reſty Knaves are oyer-run with Eaſe,. 

As Plenty ever is the Nurſe of Faction: | 

If in good Days, like theſe, the headſtrong Herd 


Grow madly wanton and repine; it is 


Becauſe the Reins of Power are held too lack, 
And reverend Authority of late 
Has worn a Face of Mercy more than Juſtice. 
Gloſt. Beſhrew my Heart! but you have well divin'd 
The Source of theſe Diſorders. Who can wonder 
It Riot and Miſ-rule o'erturn the Realm, 
When the Crown fits upon a Baby Brow ? 
Plainly to ſpeak ; hence comes the gen'ral Cry, 
And Sum of all Complaint: *Twill ne'er be well 
With England (thus they talk) while Children govern. 
L. Haſt. Tis true the King is young; but what of that? 
We feel no want of Edward's riper Years, 
While Gleſter's Valour, and moſt Princely Wiſdom, 
So well ſupply our Infant Sov'reign's Place, 
His Youth's Support, and Guardian of his Throne. 
Gloſt. The Council (much I'm bound to thank em for't) 
Have plac'd a Pageant Sceptre-in my Hand, 
Barren of Pow'r, and ſabje& to controul ; 
Scorn'd by my Foes, and uſcleſs to my Friends. 
Oh, worthy Lord! were mine the Rule indeed, 
I think, I ſhould not ſuffer rank Offence 
At large to lord it in the Common-weal ; | 
Nor wou'd the Realm be rent by Diſcord thus, 
Thus Fear and Doubt betwixt diſputed _ 
Ca L. Haſt- 
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L. Haft. Of this I ene 
A Doubt like this 
Gloſt. Ay, marry, but there is | 
And that of much Concern, Have you not heard 
How on a late Occaſion, Doctor Shaw 
Has mov d the People much about the Lawfulnefs ' 
Of Edward's Iſſue? By right grave Authority 
Of Learning and Religion, plainly proving, 
A Baſtard Scion never ſhould be grafted 
Upon a Royal Stock ; from thence, at full | 
Diſcourſing on my Brother's former Contract 
To Lady Elizabeth Lucy, long before 
His jolly Match with that fame buxom Widow: 
The Queen he left behind him 
L. Haff. IIl befall 
Such meddling Prieſts, who kindle up Confuſion, 
And vex the quiet World with their vain Scruples ; 
By Heav'n tis done in perfect Spight to Peace. 
Did not the King, 
Our Royal Maſter Edward, in Concurrence 
With his Eſtates aſſembled, well determine (ward? 
What Courſe the Sovereign Rule ſhould take hencetor- 
When ſhall the deadly Hate of Faction ceaſe, 
When ſhall. our long divided Land have Reſt, 
If every peeviſh, moody Malecontent | 
Shall ſet the ſenſeleſs Rabble in an uproar? 
Fright them with Dangers, and perplex their Brains, 
Each Day with ſome fantaſtick giddy Change? 
. Gloft. What if ſome Patriot for the publiek Good, 
Should vary from your Scheme, new-mould the State? 
L. Haft. Curſe on the innovating Hand —_ 


When Murders, Rapes, and Maſſacres prevail d; 
When Churches, Palaces, and Cities blaza dd; 


JANE Sn ORE. 31 

Remember him, the Villain, righteous Heaven 
In thy great Day of Vengeance! Blaſt the Traitor 
And his pernicious Counſels; who for Wealth, 
For Pow r, the Pride of Greatneſs, or Revenge, 
Would plunge his Native Land in Civil Wars. 

Gloſt. You go too far, my Lord. 

L. Haſt, Your Highneſs Pardon — 
Have we ſo ſoon forgot thoſe Days of Ruin, 
When York and Lancaſter drew forth the Battles 
When, like a Matron, butcher'd by her Sons, 
And caſt beſide ſome common way of Spectacle 
Of Horror and Affright to Paſlers by, 
Our groaning Country bled at every Vein, 


When Inſolence and Barbariſm triumph'd,” 

And ſwept away Diſtinction; Peaſants trod 

Upon the Necks of Nobles: Low were laid - 

The Reverend Croſier, and the Holy Mitre, 

And Deſolation cover'd all the Land; 

Who can remember this, and not, like me, 

Here vow to ſheath a Dagger in his Heart. 

Whoſe damn d Ambition would renew thoſe Horrors, 

And ſet, once more, that Scene of Blood: before 97 8 
Gloſt. How nowy! So hot! f 
L. Haſt. So brave, and ſo reſolyd. . 24 
Gloſt. Is then our Friendſhip of ſo little moment; 

That you could arm your Hand againſt my Lite? 
L. Haſt. Ibope your Highneſs dots not thinlel meant it, 

No, Heaven forefend that e er your Princely Perſon : 

Should. come within the an of my 8 — 


Cs * dig, 
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Gloft. Oh! noble Haſtings ! Nay, I muſt embrace you; 
| [Embraces him. 
By holy Paul ! yare a right horieſt Man; 
The Time is full of Danger and Diſtruſt, 
And warns us to be wary. Hold me not 
Too apt for Jealouſy and light Surmize, 
If when I meant to. lodge you next my Heart, 
I put your Truth to trial. Keep your Loyalty, 
And live your King and Country's beſt Support: 
For me, I ask no more than Honour gives, 
To think me yours, and rank me with your Friends. 
L. Haſt. Accept what Thanks a grateful Heart ſhould pay 
Oh! Princely Gloſter ! judge me not ungentle, 
Of Manners rude, and inſolent of Speech, 
If, when the Publick Safety is in queſtion, 
My Zeal flows warm and cager from my Tongue. 
Gloſt. Enough of this: To deal in wordy Complement 
Is much againſt the Plainneſs of my Nature; 
I judge you by myſelf, a clear true Spirit, 
And, as ſuch, once more join you to my Boſom ; 
Farewel, and be my Friend. 5 [Exit Gloſter. 
L. Haf#. I am not read, | 
Not skilld and practis d in the Arts of Gree, 
To kindle thus, and give a ſcope to Paſſion. _ 
The Duke is ſurely noble; but he touch'd me 
Ev'n on the tend'reſt Point; the Maſter-ſtring. 
That makes moſt Harmony or Diſcord to me. 
I own the glorious Subject fires my Breaſt, , 
And my Squl's darling Paſſion ſtands confeſt ; 
Beyond or Love'sor Fricudſhip's ſacred Band, 
Beyond myſelf I prize my native Land; 
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On this Foundation would I build my Fame, 

And emulate the Greek and Rowan Name; 

Think England's Peace bought cheaply with my Blood, 
And die with pleaſure for my Country's Good. [Exit, 
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ACT w. SCENE I 


SCENE continues, 


Enter Duke of Gloſter, Ratcliffe and Catesby. 


Gloſt. HIS was the Sum of all; that he would brook. 
No Alteration in the preſent State. 

WE at laſt, . the-teſty Gentleman | 

Was almoſt mov to bid us bold Defiance; 

But there I dropt the Argument, and changing 

The firſt Deſign and Purport of my Speech, 

1 prais'd his good Affection to young Edward, 

And left him to believe my Thoughts like his. 

Proceed we then in this fore-mention'd Matter, 

As nothing bound or truſting to his Friendſhip. 

Raz. Ill does it thus befall. I cou'd have wiſh'd 
This Lord. had ſtood with ns. His Friends are wealthy, 
Thereto, his own Poſſeſſions large and mighty; 

The Vaſſals and Dependants on his Power 
Firm in Adherence, ready, bold and many ; 
His Name had been of Vantage to your Highneſs, 
And ſtood our preſent Purpoſe much in ſtead. 

' Gloſs. This wayward and perverſe declining from us, 
Has warranted. at full the friendly Notice, 

Which we this Morn receiv'd. I hold it certain, 
This puling whining Harlot rules his Reaſon, - T 


And prompts his Zeal for Edward's Baſtard Brood. 
Ca: 
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Cat. If ſhe have ſuch Dominion o er his Heart, 

And turn it at her Will, you rule her Fate; 

And ſhould, by Inference and apt Deduction, 

Be Arbiter of his. Is not her Bread. 

The very Means immediate to her Being, 

The Bounty of your Hand? Why does ſhe live, 

If not to yield Obedience to your Pleaſure, | 

To ſpeak, to act, to think as you.command ? 
Rat. Let her inſtruct her Tongue to bear your Meſlage; 


Teach every Grace to ſmile in your behalf; 


And her deluding Eyes to gloat for you; 

His ductile Reaſoſ will be wound about, 

Be led and turn'd-again; ſay and unſay, - 

Receive the Yoke, and yield exact Obedience. E 
Gloſt. Your Counſel likes me well, it ſhall be follows. 

She waits without, attending on her Suit. 

Go, call her in, and leave us here alone, [Ex. Rat. and Cat. 

How poor a thing is he, how worthy Scorn, 

Who leaves the Guidance of Imperial Manhood 

To ſuch a paltry piece of Stuff as this is! 

A Moppet made of Pretrineſs and Pride; 

That oftner does her giddy Fancies change, 

Than glittering Dew-drops in the Sun do Colours 

Now ſhame upon it! Was our Reaſon given 

For ſuch a Uſe! To be thus puff'd about 

Like a dry Leaf, an idle Straw, a Feather, 

The Sport of every whiffling Blaſt that blows ?*_ 

Beſhrew my Heart, but it is wondrous ſtrange; 

Sure there is ſomething more than Witchcraft in them, 

That. maſters ey n the wiſeſt of us al. 
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1 2 Enter Jane Shore. 77 06 
Oh! You are come moſt fitly. We have ponder d 
On this your Grievance : And tho ſome there are, 
Nay, and thoſe Great Ones too, who wou'd enforce 
The Rigour of our Pow'r to afli& you, 
And bear-a heavy hand, yet fear not you, 
We've ta'en you to our Favour, our Protection 
Shall between, and ſhicld you from Miſhap. | 
F. Sb. The Bleſſings of a Heart with Anguiſh broken, 
And reſcu'd from Deſpair, attend your Highneſs. | 
Alas! my gracious Lord! what have I done 
To kindle ſuch relentleſs Wrath againſt me? 
If in the Days of all my paſt Offences, 
When moſt my Heart was lifted with Delight, | 
If I with - held my Morſel from the Hungry, | | 
Forgot the Widow's Want, and Orphan's Cry ; 
If 1 have known a Good I have not ſhar'd, E 
Nor call'd the Poor to take his Portion with me, 
Let my worſt Enemies ſtand forth, and now 
Deny the Succour, which I gave not then, 
Gloſt. Marry there are, tho I believe them not, 
Who fay you meddle in Affairs of State: 
That you preſume to prattle, like a Buſy-body, 
Give your Advice, and teach the Lords o'th' Council 
What fits the Order of the Common-yeal. 
F. Sh. Oh that the buſy World, at leaſt in this, 
Would take Example from a Wretch like me! 
None then would waſte their Hours in foreign Thoughts, 
Forget themſelves, and what concerns their Peace, 
To tread the Mazes of fantaſtick Falſhood, 
To baunt her idle Sounds and flying Tales, 2 = 
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Thro all the giddy noiſy Courts of Rumour ; 


Malicious Slander never wou'd have leiſure 


To ſearch with prying Eyes for Faults abroad, 

If all, like me, conſider'd their own Hearts, 

And wept the Sorrows. which they found at home. 
Gloſt. Go to! I know your Pow'r, and tho I truſt not 

To ev'ry Breath of Fame, I'm not to learn : 

That Haſtings is profeſs d your loving Vaſſal. 

But fair befal your Beauty: Uſe it wiſely, 

And it may ſtand your Fortunes much in ftead ;- 

Give back your forfeit Land with large Increaſe, 

And place you high in Safety and in Honour: 

Nay, I could point a Way, the which purſuing, 

You ſhall not only bring yourſelf Advantage, 

But give the Realm much worthy Cauſe to thank you. 
F. Sh. Oh! where or how)? Can my unworthy Hand 

Become an Inſtrument of Good to any? 

Inſtruct your lowly Slave, and let me fly 

To yield Obedience to your dread Command. 

_ 61.Why that's well aid—Thus then—Obſerve me well, 

The State, for many high and potent Reaſons, 

Deeming my Brother Edward's Sons unfit 

For the Imperial Weight of Englands Crown—— 
F. Sh. Alas! for Pity. -[A4ſide.. 
Oloſt. Therefore have reſfoly'd 

To ſet aſide their unavailing Infancy; | 

And veſt the Sov'reign Rule in abler Hands. 

This, tho' of great Importance to the eee 

Haſtings, for very Peeviſhneſs and spleen, 

Does ſtubbornly oppoſe. 5 
F. Sb. Does he! Does Haſtings ! . | ' 

: Gloſt. 
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Gloſt. Ay, Haſtings. . 

FJ. Sh. Reward him for the noble Deed, 11 
For this one Action, guard him and diſtinguiſh him 
With ſignal Mercies, and with great Deliverance, 
Save him from Wrong, Adverſity and Shame. 

Let never- fading Honours flouriſh round him, 
And conſecrate his Name ev'n. to Time's end: 

| Let him know nothing eilt but Good on. Jarth, 
And everlaſting Bleſſedneſs hereafter. . 

Gloſe: How now !. 

F. Sh. The poor forſaken, Royal litde Ones! 
Shall they be lefr a Prey to favage Power? , 
Can they lift up their harmleſs Hands in vain, 

Or cry to Heaven for Help, and not be heard? 
Impoſiible! O gallagt generous Haſtings, 
Go on, purſue! Aſſert the ſacred Cauſe: 
Stand forth, thou proxy of all-ruling Providence, 
And fave the friendleſs-Infants from Oppreſſion. 
Saints ſhall aſſiſt thee with prevailing Prayers, 
And warring Angels combat on thy ſide. 

Gloſt. Lou re paſſing rich in this fame heav nly Speech, 
And ſpend it.at your: pleaſure. Nay, but mark me! | 
My Favour is not bought with Words like theſe... 

Go ro—youlll teach your Tongue another Tale. 
F. Sh. No, tho the Royal Edward. has undone me, 


/ 
1 
He was my King, my gracious Maſter ſill ; 0 
H 
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He lov'd me too, tho twas a guilty Flame, 
And fatal to my Peace, yet ſtill he loyd me; 
With Fondneſs, and with Tenderneſs he doated, 
Dwelt in my Eyes, and liv'd but in my Smiles. T 
And can I—Oh my Heart abbprs the Thought; Be 

Stand 
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Stand by, and ſee his Children robb'd of Right? - -_ 
Gloſt. Dare not, ev n for thy Soul, to thwart me further 3 
None of your Arts, your Feigning, and your Foolery, 
Your dainty, ſqueamiſh Coying it to me. i 
Go—to your Lord, your Paramour, be gone; 
Liſp in his Ear, hang wanton on his Neck, 
And play your Monkey Gambols o'er to him : 
You know my Purpoſe, look that you purſue it, 
And make him yield Obedience to my Will. 
Do it —or woe upon thy Harlot's Head. 
F. Sh. Oh that my Tongue had ev'ry Grace of Speech, 
Great and commanding as the Breath of Kings, 
Sweet as the Poets Numbers, and prevailing 
As ſoft Perſuaſion to a Love- ſick Maid; 
That I had Art and Eloquence divine! 
To. pay my Duty to. my Maſter's Aſhes, 
And plead till Death the Cauſe of injur'd Innocence. 
Gloſt. Ha! Do'ſt thou brave me, Minion! Do'ſt thou know 
How vile, how very a Wretch, my Pow'r can make thee 
That I can let looſe Fear, Diſtreſs and Famine, 
To hunt thy Heels, like Hell- hounds thro the World; 
That I can place thee in ſuch abject State, 
As Help ſhall never find thee ; where repining, 
Thou ſhalt fit down, and gnaw the Earth for Anguiſh, 
Groan to the pitileſs Winds without Return, 
How! like the Midnight Wolf amidſt the Deſart, 
And curſe thy Life in Bitterneſs and Miſery ? 
F. Sh. Let me be branded for the publick Scorn, 
Turn d forth, and driven to wander like a Vagabond. 
Be friendleſs and forſaken, ſeek my Bread 


Upon the barren Wild, and. deſolate Waſte, 2 
Feed. , 
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Feed on my Sighs, and drink my falling Tears; 
Eier I conſent to teach my Lips Injuſtice, 

Or wrong the Orphan, who has none to fave him. 

_ Gloſs. Tis well -e l try the Temper of your Heart, 

What hoa! Who waits without! 

| Enter Ratcliff, Catesby, and Attendants, 

| Gloſs. Ge ment you. and turn this Strumpet forth; 
Spurn her into the Street, there let her periſh, 

And rot upon a Dunghill. Thro' the City 
See it proclaim'd, That none, on pain of Death, 
Preſume to give her Comfort, Food, or Harbour; 

Who miniſters the ſmalleſt Comfort, dies. 

Her Houſe, her coſtly Furniture and Wealth, 

The Purchaſe of her looſe luxurious Life, 
CR I. 
Away! Be 

F. Sb. O — * righteous wil 

Humbly behold, I bow myſelf to thee, 

And own thy Juſtice in this hard Decree: 

No longer then my ripe Offences ſpare, 

But what I merit, let me learn to bear. 

Yer ſince tis all my Wretchedneſs can give, 

For my paſt Crimes my forfeit Life receive ; 

No Pity for my Suff rings here I crave, 

And only hope Forgivcneſs in the Grave. 


[Exit J. Shore, guarded by Catesby OY 
Gloſt So much for this. Your Project's at an end: [ToRat. 


This idle Toy, this Hilding ſcorns my Power, 
And ſets us all at nought. See that a Guard 
— eITR 
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Rat, The Council waits | 

Upon your Highneſs Leiſure 
Gloſt. Bid em enter. 


Enter the Duke of Buckingham, Zarlof Derby, By of Ely, 
L. Haſtings and others, as to the Council. The Duke of 
Gloſter takes his Place at the upper end; then the reſt K. 


Derb. In happy time are we aſſembled here, 
To point the Day, and fix the ſolemn Pomp, 
For placing England's Crown with all due Rites, 
Upon our Sev'reign Edward's youthful Brow. 
L. Haft. Some buſy meddling Knaves, tis ſaid there are, 
As ſuch will ſtill be prating, who preſume 
To carp and cavil at his Royal Right; 
Therefore I hold it fitting, with the ſooneſt 
T'appoint the Order of the Coronation 
So to approve our Duty'to the King, 
And ſtay the Babbling of ſuch vain Gainfayers. 
Der6. We all attend to know your Highneſs Pleaſure. 
[To Gloſter. 
I My Lords! A Set of worthy Men you are, 
Prudent and juſt, and careful: for the State : 
Therefore to your moſt grave Determination, 
L yield myſelf in all things; and demand. 
What Puniſhment your Wiſdom ſhall think meet 
T'inflict upon thoſe damnable Contrivers, 
Who ſhall with Potions, Charms, and witching Drugs, 
Practiſe againſt our Perſon and our Life, 
L.Haſt. So much I hold the King your Highneſs' Debtor. 
So precious are you to the Common-weal, 
That 1 preſume, not only for myſelf, = 
But in behalf of theſe my noble Brothers, 
To ſay, whoc'er they be, they merit Death. Glaſt. 
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Behold my Arm thus blaſted, dry and wither'd, 
[Pulling up his Slevve 
Shrunk like a foul Abortion, and decay'd, | 
Like ſome untimely. Product of the Seaſons, 
Robb d of its Properties of Strength and Office. 
This is the Sorcery of Edward's Wife, 
Who in conjunction with that Harlot Shore, 
And other like confed'rate midnight Haggs, 
By foroe of potent Spells, of bloody Characters, 
And Conjurations horrible to hear, 0 
Call Fiends and Spectres from the yawning Deep 
And ſet the Miniſters of Hell at work, 
To torture and deſpoil me of my Life. 
L. Haſt. If they have done — 0008 
Gloſt. If they have done it! 55 
Talk'ſt thou to me of It's, audacious Traitor! 
Thou art that Strumpet Wiebe chief Abettor, 
The Patron and Complotter of her Miſchiefs, 
And join d in this Contrivance for my Death. 
Nay ſtart not, Lords,. What ho! a Guard there, Sirs!. 
Enter Guard. 
Lord Haſtings, 1 arreſt thee of High Treaſon. 
Seize him, and bear him inſtantly away. 
He ſha' not live an hour. By holy Paal.“ 
I will not dine before his Head be brought me : 
Ratcliffe, ſtay you, and ſee that it be done. 
The reſt that love me, riſe and follow me. 
Exeunt Gloſter, and Lords following. 
Manent Lord Haſtings, Ratcliffe, and Guard. 
L. Haſt. What! and no more but this how, to the 
Scaffold! Oh 
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Oh gentle Ratcliffe ! tell me, do I hold thee? _- 
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To break, to ſtruggle thro this dread Confuſion? ; 
For ſurely Death itſelf is not ſo painful 
As is this ſudden Horror and Surprize. (abſolute, 


Rat. You heard, the Duke's Commands to me were 
Therefore my Lord, addreſs you to your Shrift, | 
With all good ſpeed you may. Summon your Courage, 
And be yourſelf; for you muſt die this inſtant. 

L. Haſt. Yes, Ratcliffe, I will take thy friendly Counſel, 
And die as a Man ſhould; tis ſomewhat hard, 

To call my ſcatter'd Spirits home at once: 

But ſince what muſt be, muſt be——let Neceſſity 

Supply the Place of Time and Preparation, 

And arm me for the Blow. *Tis but to die, 

'Tis but to venture on that common hazard 

Which many a time in Battle I have run; 

'Tis but to do, what, at that very moment, 

In many Nations of the peopled Earth, 

A thouſand and a thouſand ſhall do with me: 

'Tis but to cloſe my Eyes, and ſhut out Day-light. 

To view. no more the wicked Ways of Men, 

No longer to behold the Tyrant Glofter, 

And be a weeping Witneſs of the Woes, n 

The Deſolation, Slaughter and Calamities, 

Which he ſhall bring on this unhappy Land. 
Enter Alicia. 

Alic. Stand off! and let me paſ.— ] will, I muſt, 
Catch him once more in theſe deſpairing Arms, 

And hold him to my Heart Oh Haſtings, Haſtings ! 

L. Haſs. Alas! Why com'ſt thou at this dreadful mo- 

ment, 2 
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To fill me with new Terrors, new Diſtractions, 
To turn me wild with thy diſtemper d Rage, 
And ſhock the Peace of my departing Soul? 
Away! I prithee leave me! = 

Alic. Stop a Minute. 
- *Till my full Griefs find Paſſage Oh che Tyrant 
Perdition fall on Gloſter's Head and mine. ft 

L. Haſt. What means thy frantick Grief? 

Alic, I cannot fpeak—— © 
But I have murder'd thee Oh I cord tell thee! 


L. Haſt. Speak and give eaſe to thy conflicting Paſſions: 


Be quick, nor keep me longer in Suſpence, 

Time preſſes, and a thouſand crowding Thoughts 
Break in at once; this way and that they ſnatch, 
They tear my hurry'd. Soul: All claim Attention, 
And yet not one is heard. Oh ſpeak and leave me, 
For I have Buſineſs wou'd employ an Age, 

And but a Minute's time to get it done in. 

Alic. That, that's my Grief tis I chat urge thee on, 
Thus haunt thee to the Toil, ſweep thee from Earth, 
And drive thee down this Precipice of Fate. (Hand 

L. Haft. Thy Reaſon is grown wild. Could thy weak 
Bring on this mighty Ruin? If it could, 

What have I done ſo grievous to thy Soul, 
So deadly, ſo beyond the reach of Pardon, 
That nothing but my Life can make Atonement ? 

Alice. Thy cruel Scorn had ſtung me to the Heart, 
And ſer my burning Boſom all in Flames 

| Raving and mad I flew to my Revenge, rh 
And writ I know not what—told the Protector, 
That Shore's deteſted Wife by Wiles had won. thee, 
To 
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To plot againſt his Greatneſoc—»He heliev? d it, 
(Oh dire Event of my pernicious Counſel) _ 
And while 1 meant Peſtruction on her head, 
H' has turn'd it all on thine. 

L. Haſt. Accurſed Jealouſy ! 
O mercileſs, wild and unforgiving Fiend ! 
Blindfold it runs to undiſtinguiſh'd Miſchief, = 
And murders all it meets. Curſt be its Rage, | 
For there is none ſo deadly; doubly cure d | | 
Be all thoſe eaſy Fools who give it harbour: 
Who turn a Monſter looſe among Mankind, 
Fiercer than Famine, War, or ſpotted Peſtilence ; 
Baneful as Death, and horrible as Hell. | 

Alic.1f thou wilt curſe,curſe rather thineown Fatfhood ; 
Curſe the lewd Maxims of thy perjur'd Sex, 
Which taught thee firſt to laugh at Faith and Juſtice, 
| To ſcorn the ſolemn Sanctity of Oaths, 
And make a Jeſt of a poor Woman's Ruin: 
Curſe thy proud Heart, and thy inſulting TIC 
That rais'd this fatal Fury in my Soul, 
And urg'd my Vengeance to undo us both. 
L. Haft. Oh thou Inhuman! turn thy Eyes away, 
And blaſt me not with their deſtructive Beams: 
Why ſhou'd I curſe thee with my dying Breath? 
Be gone! and let me figh it out in peace. 

Alic. Can'ſt thou—oh cruel Haſtings, leave me thus! 


? Hear me, I beg thee——1 conjure thee, hear me! 
art, While with an agonizing Heart, I ſwear . 
By all the Pangs I feel, by all the Sorrows, 
| The Terrors and Deſpair thy Loſs ſhall give me, 
Ha My Hate was ori my Rival bent alone. « 


Oh! 


To 
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Oh! had I once divin'd, falſe as thou art, 

A Danger to thy Life, I would have dy'd, 

I would have met it for thee, and made bare 

My ready faithful Breaſt to ſave thee from it. 
L.Haſt. Now mark and tremble at Heaven's Juſt Award, 

While thy inſatiate Wrath and fell Revenge, | 

Purſu'd the Innocence which never wrong d thee, 

Behold ! the Miſchief falls on thee and me; 

Remorſe and Heavineſs of Heart ſhall wait thee, 

And everlaſting Anguiſh be thy Portion: 1 

For me, the Snares of Death are wound about me, 

And now, in one poor Moment, I am gone. 

Oh! if thou haſt one tender Thought remaining, 

Fly to thy Cloſet, fall upon thy Knee, 

And recommend my parting Soul to Mercy. 


Alic. Oh! yet, before I go for ever from thee, / 
Turn thee in Gentleneſs and Pity to me, [Kneeling 
And in compaſſion of my ſtrong Affliction, F 


Say, is it poſſible you can forgive 
The fatal Raſhnefs of ungovern'd Love? 

For oh! tis certain, if I had not lov'd then 
Beyond my Peace, my Reaſon, Fame and Life, 
Delir'd: to death, and doated to diſtraftion, 
This Day of Horror never ſhould have known us. 

L. Haſt. Oh! Riſe, and let me huſh thy ſtormy Sorrom 
(ies be. 
Aſſuage thy Tears for 1 will chide no more, 
No more upbraid thee, thou unhappy  Fair-One. 
I ſee the Hand of Heav'n isarm'd againſt me, 
And, in myſterious Providence, decrees | 
To puniſh me by thy miſtaking Hand. 
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Moſt Righteous Doom! for, oh! while I behold thee, op 
Thy Wrongs riſe up in terrible Array, oY 
And charge thy Ruin on me; thy fair Fame, 
Thy ſpotleſs Beauty, Innocence, and Youth, 
Diſhonour d, blaſted and betray'd by me. | 
Alic. And does thy Heart relent for my undoing ? 
Oh! that inhuman Gloſter could be mov'd, 
But half fo eaſily as I can pardon ! 
L. Haft. Here then exchange we mutually Forgiveneſs, 
So may the Guilt of all my broken Vows, 
My Perjuries to thee be all forgotten, 
As here my Soul acquits thee of my Death, 
As here I part without one angry Thought, 
As here I leave thee with the ſofteſt Tenderneſs, 
Mourning the Chance of our diſaſtrous Loves, 
And begging Heav'n to bleſs and to ſupport thee. 
Rat. My Lord, diſpatch; the Duke has ſent to chide me 
For loitering in my Duty——— 
L. Haſt. 1 obey. | 
Alic. Infatiate, ſavage Monſter! Is a Moment 
So tedious to thy Malice? Oh! repay him, 
Thou great Avenger, give him Blood for Blood: 
Guilt haunt him !Fiends purſue him! Lightnings blaſt him; 
Some horrid, curſed kind of Death o'ertake him, 
Sudden, and in the Fullgeſs of his Sins! 
That he may know how terrible it is, 
To want that Moment he denies thee now. 
** L. Haſt. Tis all in vain, chis Rage that tears thy Boſom, 
| Like a poor Bird that flutters in its Cage, 
Thou beat'ſt thyſelf to death. Retire, I beg thee; 
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To fee thee thus, thou know ſt not how it wounds me, 
Thy Agonies are added to my own, 

And make the Burden more than I can bear. 
Farewell Good Angels viſit thy Afflictions, 

And bring thee Peace and Comfort from above. 
Alic. Oh! ſtab me to the heart, ſome pitying hand, 
Now ſtrike me dead 

L. Haſt. One thing L had forgot | 
I charge thee by our preſent common Miſeries, 
By our paſt Loves, if yet they have a Name, 
By all thy Hopes of Peace here and hereafter, 
Let not the Rancour of thy Hate purſue 
The Innocence of thy unhappy Friend; 
Thou know'ſt who tis I mean; Oh! ſhould'ſt thou 
wrong her, 
Juſt Heav'n ſhall double all thy Woes upon thee, 
And make em know no End Remember this 
As the laſt Warning of a dying Man : 
Farewel for ever ! [The Guards carry Haſtings off 


Alic. For ever? Oh! For ever! 
Oh! who can bear to be a Wretch for eyer! 
My Rival too! His laſt Thoughts hung on her, 
And, as he parted, left a Bleſſing for her: 
Shall ſhe be bleſt, and I be curſt, for ever! 
No; fince her fatal Beauty was the Cauſe 
Of all my Suff'rings, let her ſhwe my Pains : 
Let her, like me, of ev'ry Joy forlorn, 
Devote the Hour when fuch a Wretch was born: 
Like me to Deſarts and to Darkneſs run, 
Abhor the Day, and curſe the golden. Sun; 
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Caſt ev'ry Good, and ey'ry Hope behind ; 
Deteſt the Works of Nature, loath Mankind : 
Tear e Buſhes, read ber r; 8 
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Enter Bellmour, Dumont and Shore. 


Sh. O U ſaw her then? 


Bell. I met her as returning 
In folemn Penance from the publick Croſs. 
Before her, certain Raſcal Officers, 

Slaves in Authority, the Knaves of Juſtice, 
Proclaim'd the Tyrant Gloſter's cruel Orders. 
On either ſide her march d an ill · ook d Prieſt, 
Who with ſevepe, with horrid haggard Eyes, 
Did ever and y wins ppbraid-her, 
And thunder in her trembling Ear Damnation. 
Around her, numberleſs the Rabble flow'd, 
Shouldring each other, crowding for a View, 
Gaping and gazing, taunting and reviling ; 
Some pitying, but thoſe, alas! how few ! 

The moſt, ſuch Iron Hearts we are and fuch 
The baſe Barbarity of Human Kind, - 
With Infolence and lewd Reproach purſu'd her, 
Hooting and railing, and with villainous Hands 
Gath'ring the Filth from out the common Ways, 
To hurl upon her Head. | 

8. Inhuman Dogs , 

How did ſhe bear it ? 


ARE SHOR F. 
Bell, Wich the gentleſt Patience. 
Submiſſive, fad, and lowly was her Look ; 
A burning Taper in her Hand ſhe bore, 

And on her Shoulders careleſly confus'd 
With looſe Neglect her lovely Treſſes hung; 
Upon her Cheek a faintiſh Fluſh was ſpread, 
Feeble ſhe ſeem d, and ſorely ſmit with Pain, 
While bare-foot as ſhe trod the flinty Pavement, 
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Her Footſteps all along were mark d with Blood. 


Yet filent ſtill ſhe paſs d and unrepining; 
Her ſtreaming Eyes bent ever on the Earth, 
Except when in ſome bitter Pang of Sorrow, 
To Heav'n ſhe ſeem d in fervent Teil to raiſe, 
And beg that Mercy Man deny d her here. 
Sh, When was this pitcous Sight? 
Bell. Theſe laſt two Days. | 
You know my Care was wholly 0 you, 
To find the happy Means of your Deliverance, 
Which but for Haſtings” Death 1 had not gain d. 
During that Time, altho I have not ſeen her, 
Yer divers truſty Meſſengers I've ſent, 


To wait about, and watch a fit Convenience 


To give her ſome Relief; but all in vain: 
A churliſh Guard attends upon her Steps, 


Who menace thoſe with Death that bring her Comfort, 


And drive all Succour from her. 

Sh, Let em threaten ; 
Let proud Oppreſſion prove its fierceſt Malices 
So Heav'n befriend my Soul, as here I vo 
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To give her Help, and ſhare amen 
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Bell. Mean you to ſee her, * in your own Form? 

Sh. Ido. 

Bell. And have you thought upon the Conſequence? 

Sh. What is there I ſhould fear? 

Bell. Have you examin'd 
Into your inmoſt Heart, and try d at leiſure 
The ſev ral ſecret Springs that move the Paſſions * 
Has Mercy fix d her Empire there fo ſure, 

That Wrath and Vengeance never may return? 
Can you reſume a Husband's Name, and bid 
That wakeful Dragon, fierce Reſentment, ſleep? 

| Sh. Whydoſt thou ſearchſodeep, and urge my Memory? 
To conjure up my Wrongs to Life again? | 
I have long labour d to forget myſelf, 
To think on all Time, backward, like a Space, 

Idle and void, where nothing cer had Being; 
But thou haſt peopled it again; Revenge 
And Jealouſy renew their horrid Forms, 
Shoot all their Fires, and drive me to Diſtraction. 

Bell. Far bethe Thought from me! my Care was only 

To arm you for the Meeting: Better were it 
Never to ſee her, than to let that Name 
Recall forgotten Rage, and make the Husband 
Deſtroy the gen rous Pity of Dumont. 

Sb. Oh! thou haſt ſet my buſy Brain at work, 
And now ſhe muſters up a Train of Images, 
Which to preſerve my Peace I had caſt aſide, 
And ſunk in deep Oblivion—Oh! that Form! 
That Angel-face on which my Dotage hung! 
How have I gaz d upon her! till my Soul 
With very Eagerneſs went forth towards her, 


Jane Snon t 8 
14 And iſſd'd at my Eye Was there a Gem N 
| Which the Sun ripens in the Indian Mine, 
ö Or the rich Boſom of the Ocean yields, 
What was there Art could make, or Wealth cou'd buy, 
Which 1 have left unſought to deck her Beauty? 
What cou'd her King do more? And yet ſhe fled. 
Bell. Away with that fad Fancy. 
Sh. Oh! that Day! 
The Thought of ir muſt live for ever with me. 
I met fer, Bellmour, when the Royal Spoiler 
Bore her in Triumph from my widow'd Home! 
y! Wirhin his Chariot by his Side ſhe fate, 
And liſten'd to his Talk with downward Looks; 
Till fudden as ſhe chanc'd aſide to glance, 
Her Eyes encounter'd mine——Oh! then my Friend! 
Oh! who can point my Grief and her Amazement! 
As at the Stroke of Death, twice turn'd ſhe pale, 
And twice a burning Crimſon bluſh'd all o'er her; 
Then, with a Shriek Heart-wounding loud ſhe cryd, 
a While down her Cheeks two guſhing Torrents ran 
Faſt falling on her Hands, which thus ſheyyrung— 
Mov'd at her Grief, the Tyrant Raviſher, | 
With courteous Action woo'd her oft to turn 
Earneſt he ſeem d to plead ; but all in vain; 
Ev'n to the laſt ſhe bent her Sight towards me, 
And follow'd me—— till 1 had loſt myſelf. 
Bell, Alas! for pity! Oh! thoſe ſpeaking Tears! 
Could they be falſe? Did ſhe not ſuffer with you? 
And tho' the King by Force poſſeſs d her Perſon, . 
Her unconſenting Heart dwelt till with you: 
I! all her former Woes were not enough, 
and D 4 Look 
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Look on her-now, behold her where ſhe wanders, 
Hunted to death, diſtreſs'd on eyery fide, 

With no one hand to help ; and tell me then, 

If ever Miſery were known like hers? 

Sb. And can ſhe bear it? Can that delicate Frame 

Endure the beating of a Storm ſo rude? 

Can ſhe, for whom the various Seaſons chang d, 

To court her Appetite, and crown her Board, 

For whom the foreign Vintages were preſs'd, 

For whom the Merchant ſpread his filken Stores, 

| Call 69 | 

Intreat for Bread, and want the needful Rayment, 

To wrap her ſhiv'ring Boſom from the Weather ? 

When ſhe was mine, no Care came ever nigh her. 

I thought the gentleſt Breeze that wakes the Spring 

Too rough to breathe upon her; Chearfulneſs 

Danc d all the day before her; and at night 

Soft Slumbers waited on her downy Pillow— 

Now ſad and ſhelterleſs, perhaps, ſhe lies, 

Where piercing Winds blow ſharp, and the chill Rain 

Drops from ſome Pent-houſe on her wretched Head, 

Drenches her Locks, and kills her with the Cold, 

It is too much——Hence with her paſt Offences, 

They are aton d at ful Why ſtay we then? 

Oh! let us haſte, my Friend, and find her out. 
Bell. Somewhere about this Quarter of the Town, 

I hear the poor abandon'd Creature lingers: 

Her Guard, tho? ſet with ſtricteſt Watch to keep 

All Food and Friendſhip from her, yet permit her 

To wander in the Streets, there chuſe her Bed, 

And reſt her Head on what cold Stone ſhe pleaſes. 


Sb. 
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Sh,” Here let us then divide; each in his Round 
To ſearch her Sorrows out, whoſe hap it is 
Firſt to behold her, this way let him lead 

Her fainting Steps, and meet we here together. [Exeunt. 
Enter Jane Shore, her Hair hanging looſe on * 

and bare-forted. 

5.5h, Yet, yet endure, nor murmur, Oh! my Soul! 
For are not thy Tranſgreſſions great and numberleſs? 
Do they not cover thee like riſing Floods, 

And preſs thee like a Weight of Waters down? 
Does not the Hand of Righteouſneſs afflict thee; 

And who ſhall plead againſt it? Who ſhall Gy 
To Power Almighty, Thou haft done'enough; _ 
Or bid his dreadful Rod of Vengeance, ſtay? © 
Wait then with Patience, till the circling Hours us F4 
Shall bring the Time of thy appointed Reſt, ' I'S 
And lay thee down in Death. The Hinday thas. 
With Labour drudges out the painful Day, 
And often looks with long expecting Eyes | e 
To ſee the Shadows riſe and be diſmiſs d. en 
And hark! methitks the Roar that late ron ms, © 
Sinks, like the Murmurs of a falling Wind, 
And ſoftens into Silence. Does Revenge 
And Malice then grow weary and forſaxe me? 
My Guard too, that obſerv'd me ſtill ſo cloſe, 
Tire in the Task of their inhuman Office, 

And loiter far behind. Alas! 1 faint, 

My Spirits fail at once——This is the Door 

Of my Alicia—Bleſſed Opportunity! | 

Fl teal alittle Succour from her Goodneſs 

Now, whilenaEyeobſervesme. [She knocks ar the Door: 


Sh. | Ds Enter 
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My gentle Friend, at home? Ohibring metoher. [Geing in. 
Ser. Hold Miſtreſs, whither wou'd you ?[ Putting her back. 
f F. Sh. Do you not know me? 
Ser. I know you well, and know my Orders oe. 
You muſt not enter here 
F. Sh. Tell my Alicia, 
*Tis T would ſee her. 
Ser. She is ill at Eaſe, 
And will admit no Viſiter. 
F.$h, But tell her 8 
"Tis J. her Friend, the Partner of her Heart, 
Ser. Tis all in vain 
Co henee, and beni to thoſe that will regard you 
[Shuts the Door, and. Exit. 
F. Sb. 1 the time has been, 
When this unfriendly Door, that barrs my Paſſage, 
Flew wide, and almoſt leap'd from off its Hinges. 
To give me Entrance here; When this good Houſe 
Has pour'd forth all its Dwellers to receive me; 
When my Approach has made a little Holy-day, 
And ev'ry Face was dreſs'd in Smiles to meet me: 
But now tis otherwiſe; and thoſe wha bleſs'd me, 
Now curſe me to my face. Why ſhould I wander, 
Stray further on, for I. can die ev n here! 
[She ſits down at the Door. 
Enter Alicia in Diſorder; two Servant; following. 
Alic. WhatWretch art thou? whoſe Miſery and Baſeneſi 
Mang on my Door; whoſe hateful Whine of Woe. _ 
wo Ta x Breaks 
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Breaks in upon my Sorrows; and-diſtraQts* 
My jarring Senſes with thy Beggar's Cry. | 

J. Sh. A very Beggar, and a Wretch indeed; 
One driv'a by ſtrong Calamity to ſeek 
For Succour here; one-periſhing for Want ; 
Whoſe Hunger has not taſted Food theſe three Days; 
And humbly asks, for Charity's dear fake, 
A Draught of Water and a little Bread. 
Alic. And doſt thou come to me, to me for Bread ? | 
I know thee not—Go——hunt for it abroad, 
Where wanton Hands upon the Earth have fcatter'd it, 
Or caſt it on the Waters—— Mark the Eagle, 
And hungry Vulture, where they wind the Prey; 
Watch where the Ravens of the Valley feed, 
And ſeek thy Food with them!] know thee nor. 
J. S. And yet there was a time, when my Alicia 
Has thought unhappy Shore her deareſt Bleſſing; 1 
And mourn d that live- long Day ſhe paſs d without n s 
When pair d like Turtles, we were till together; 
When often as we prattled Arm in Arm, 
Inclining: fondly to me ſhe has fworn, 
She lov'd me more than all the World beſide, . 
. Alic. Ha! Gay'ftrhou! Let me look upon thee well 
Tis true I know thee now——A Miſchief on thee! 
Thou art that fatal Fair, that curſed She, CY 
Thar ſet my Brain a madding. Thou haſt robb'd me; 
Thou haſt undone me Murder! Oh my Haſtings ! 
See his pale bloody Head ſhoots glaring by me! 
Give. him me back again, thou ſoft Deluder, 
Thou beauteous Witch 


3 I never wrong'd. — 
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' Oh! then be good to/mez-have-piry on me: 
"Thou never knew'ſt the Bitterneſs of Watt. 


And may'ſt thou never know it. Oh! beſtow 
Some poor Remain, the voiding of thy Table, 
A Morſel to ſupport my famiſh'd Soul. 

Alic. Avant! and come not near me 

F. Sh. To thy Hand | 
I truſted all, gave my whole Store ta thee ;. 

Nor do I ask it back, allow me but 
The ſmalleſt Pittance, give me but to cat, 
Left I fall down and periſh here before thee. 

Alic. Nay tell not me! Where is thy King, thy Edward, 
And all the ſmiling cringing Train of Courtiers, 
That bent the Knee before thee ? 

F. Sh. Oh! for Mercy | 

Alic. Mercy! I know:it not--dor E am miſerable. 
T'll give thee Miſery, for here ſhe dwells; 
This is her Houſe, where the Sun never dawns, 
The Bird of Night fits ſcreaming o'er the Roof, 
Grim Spectres {weep along the horrid · Gloom, 
And nought is heard but Wailings and Lamentings. 
Hark! ſomething cracks above! it ſhakes, it totters! 
And ſee the nodding Ruin falls to cruſh me! 

Tis fall'n, tis here! I feel it on my Brain! 

1 Serv. This Sight diſorders ber 

2 Serv. Retire dear Lad 
And leave this Woman 

Alic. Let hex. cake my Counſel! 


Why ſhoud'ſt thou be a Wretch ? Stab, tear thy Heart, 


And rid thyſelf of this deteſted Being, 
I wo not linger long behind thee here. 
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A waving Flood of blewiſh Fire ſwells o'er m; 4 
And now 'tis out, and I am'drown'd/in Blood. 8 
Ha! what art thou! Thou horrid headleſs Trunk 
It is my Haſtings ! See! he wafts me on! 
Away! 1 gol 1 fly! 1 follow thee. 
But come not thou with- Miſchief-making Beauty 
To interpoſe between us, look not on him, 
Give thy fond Arts and thy Deluſions oer; 
For thou ſhalt never, never part us more. 

[She runs off, her Servants following, 
J. Sh. Alas! She raves her Brain, I fear, is turn'd, 
In Mercy look upon hen gracious Heavn, 
Nor viſit her for any wrong to me. 
Sure I am near upon my Journey's end ; 
My Head runs round, my Eyes begin to fail, 
And dancing Shadows ſwim before my fight, 
I can no more, [lies down} receive me thou cold Earth, 
Thou common Parent take me to thy Boſom, 
And let me reſt. with thee. 
Bell. Upon the Ground! | 
Thy Miſeries can never lay thee lower. 
Look up thou poor afflicted one ! Thou Mourner: 
Whom none has comforted! Where are thy Friends, 
The dear Companions of thy joyful Days, 
Whoſe Hearts thy warm Proſperity made glad, | 
Whoſe Arms were taught to grow like Ivy round thee, 
And bind thee to their Boſoms ?—Thus with 
Thus let us live, and let us die, they ſaid, 
For ſure thou art the Siſter of our Loves, 
And. nothing ſhall divide us—Now where are they ? 
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F.5h. Ah} Belimogr, where indeed! They ſtand aloof 
And view my Deſolation from afar; - > 
When they paſs by, they ſhake thew Heade in focra, 
And cry, Behold the Harlot and her End! 
And yet thy Goodneſs turns aſide to pity me. 
Alas! There may be Danger, get thee gone 
Let me not pull a Ruin on thy head, 
Leave me to die alone, for I am fall'n 
Never to riſe, and all Relief is vain. + 

Bell. Yet raiſe thy drooping Head; for 1 am come 
To chace away Deſpair. Behold! where yonder 
That honeſt Man, that faithful brave Dumont, 
Is haſting to thy Aid—— 

J. Sh. Dumont ! Ha! Where! 


[Raiſing herſelf, and looking about: 


Then Heay'n has heard my Prayer, his very Name 

Renews the Springs of Life, — En 

Has he then ſcape d the Snare? 

He comes unlike to that Dumm you knew, 

For now he wears your better Angel's Form, 

And comes to viſit you with Nero and Pardon. 
Enter Shore. ö 

J. Sh. Speak, tell me! Which is he? And oh! What woul 

This dreadful Viſion! See it comes upon me 

It is my Husband— Ah! | [She ſwoow. 

Sh. She faints! Support her! Fo 

Suſtain her Head, while I infuſe this Cordial 

In dying Lips—from ſpicy Drugs, 

Rich Kerbs and Flow'rs the potent Juice is drawn; 
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Drives em around; and wakens Life anew. | 

Bell. Her Weakneſs could vt bear the dag gart. 
But ſee, ſhe ſtirs! And the returning Blood 
Faintly begins to bluſh again, and kindle 
Upon her aſhy Cheex 

Sh. So——gently raiſe her— _ [Raiſmg her ug 

F. Sh. Ha! What art thou! Belmour ! 

Bell, How fare you, Lady? 

F. Sh. My Heart is thrilłd with Horror 

Bell. Be of Courage 
Your Husband lives! Tis he, „ 

F. Sb. Still art thou there !—ſtill doſt thou hover round 
Oh fave me Bell maur from his angry Shade! (me 

Bell. 'Tis he himſelf!—he lives —look up—— 

J. Sb. 1 dare not! 

Oh that my Eyes could ſhut him out for ever 

Sh. Am I-fo hateful then, fo deadly to thee, 

To blaſt thy Eyes with Horror? Since I'm grown 
A Burden to the World, myſelf and thee, 
Wou'd I had neer furviv'd to ſee thee more. 

J. Sh. Oh thou moſt injur d Doſt thou live indeed! 
Fall then ye Mountains on my guilty Head, 

Hide me, ye Rocks, within your ſecret Caverns; 
Caſt thy black Veil upon my Shame, O Night! 
And ſhield me with thy fable Wing for ever. 

Sh, Why doſt thou-turn away ?—Why tremble thus? 
Why thus indulge thy Fears? And in Deſpair, 
Abandon-thy diſtracted Soul to Horror? 1 
Caſt every black and guilty Thought behind thee, 
And let em never vex. thy Quiet more. | | 
My Arms, my Heart are open to receive thee, 


To 
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And all Longings of my firſt Deſires. | 

F. Sh. No, arm thy Brow with Vengeance; and appear 
The Miniſter of Heav'n's enquiring Juſtice. - 
Wrath in thy Eyes; and Thunderin thy Voice; - 
Pronounce my Sentence, and if yet there be 
A Woe I have not felt, inflict it on me. | 

Sh. The Meaſure of thy Sorrows is compleat; 
And I am come to ſnatch thee from Injuſtice. 

The Hand of Pow'r no more ſhall cruſh thy Weakneſs, 
Nor proud Oppreſſion grind thy humble Soul. 

F. Sb. Art thou not Tiſen by Miracle from Death? 
Thy Shroud is falln from off thee, and the Grave 
Was bid to give thee up, that thou might come 
The Meſſenger of Grace and Goodneſs to me, 

To ſeal my Peace, and bleſs me cer I go. 

Oh let me then fall down beneath thy Feet, 
And weep my Gratitude for ever there; 

Give me your Drops, ye ſoft deſcending. Rains, 
Give me your Streams, ye neyer-ceaſing Springs, 
That my fad Eyes may ſtill ſupply my Duty, 
And feed an everlaſting Flood of Sorrow. 

Sh. Waſte not thy feeble Spirits have long 
Beheld, unknown, thy Mourning and Repentance ;- 
Therefore my Heart has ſer aſide the paſt, | 
And. holds thee white, as unoffending Innocence: 
Therefore in ſpight of cruel Glofter's Rage, 
Soon as my Friend had broke my Priſon-Doors, 
L flew to thy Alliance. Let us haſte 
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Now while OccaGion, roms to ſenile upon 08... 
Forſake this Place of Shame, and find a Shelter. | 

J. Sv. What ſhall I Gay to you Wen 
Sb. Lean on my Arm 

J. Sb. Alas! I am wondrous faint : 

But that's not ſtrange; There not ext theſe ther hen 
$h. Oh mercileG! look here my Loves dead; 
Some rich Conſerves 2s 

J. &. How can you be ſo good? * 1 afl 
But you were ever thus; I well remeraber al N 
With what fond Care, what Diligence of Love, 

You hviſh'd out your Wealth to buy me Pleaſures; ©: | 
Preventing every Wiſh; Have you forgot 1 
The coſtiy String of Pearl you brought me home, 
And tyd about my —— F:, 
Sh. Taſte ſome of this, or this ' 
FJ. Sh. You're ſtrangely alter d 

Say, gentle Bellmour, is he not ? How pale 3 4 
Your Viſage is become? Tour Eyes are hollowz .. 
Nay, you are wrinkled too Alas the Day? | 
My Wretchedneſs has coſt you many a Tear. 
And many a bitrer Pang, ſince laſt we parted. 

Sh. No more of that—thou talk ſt, but doſt not eat. 
J. Sh. My feeble Jaws forget their common Office, * 
My taſteleſs Tongue cleaves to the clammy Roof, 
poly ˙ L F927 lg yp TI 
Oh, I am ſick at heart — - 

Sh. Thou murd'rous Sorrow! ' © 

Wo't thou ſtill drink her Blood, purſue her ſtill? 

Muſt ſhe then die! Oh, my poor Fenitent; 
peak Peace to thy fad Heart: She hears me not; ney 
* ori 
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Grief maſters ev'ry Seaſe—help me to hold her— 
Euter Catesby, with a Guard. 5 
Cat, Seize on em both, as Traitor to the State 
Bell. What means this Violence 
[Guards lay hold on Shore and Bellmour.. 
| Cat. Have we not found you. 
In ſcorn of the Prote&or's ſtrict Command, 
AN 19s baſs Wamen, eee | 
Her Infamy ? 3 
Sb. Infamy on thy Head! we 
Thou Tool of Power, thou Pander to Authority! 
I tell thee, Knave, thou know ft of none fo virtuous, 
And ſhe that bore thee was-an Z®hiop to her. 
Cat. You'll anfwerthis-atfull——Away with em. 
Sh. Is Charity grown Treaſon to your Court ? 
What honeſt Man would live / beneath ſuch Rulers ? * 
I am content that -e ſhall die together ' 
Cat. Convey the Men to Priſon; but for her, 
Leave her to hunt. her Fortune as ſhe may. 
FJ. Sb. I will not part with him for me —for me! 
Oh! muſt he die for me? 
{Following him as he is carry d off —She fal!: 
Sb. Inhuman Villains! [Breaks from the Guard. 
Stand off! the Agonies of Death are on her 
She pulls, ſhe gripes me hard with her cold Hand. 
FJ. S. Was this Blow wanting to compleat my Ruin 
Oh let him go, ye Miniſters of Terror. 
He ſhall offend no more, for I will die, 
And yield Obedience to your cruel Maſter. . 
Tarry a little, but a little langer, | 
And take my laſt Breath with you. . 


- 
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why have I liv'd to fre this bitter * 1 
This Grief by far ſurpaſſing all my former 
Why doſt thou fix thy dying Eyes upon me. 
With. ſuch an earneſt, ſuch a piteous Look, 
As if thy Heart were full of ſome fad Meaning 
Thou could'ſt not ſpeak !——— 

F. Sh. Forgive me brut forgive me! 

Sh, Be Witneſs for me, ye Celeſtial Hoſt, 
Such Mercy and ſuch Pardon as my Soul 
Accords to thee, and begs of Heav'n to ſhew thee; 
May ſuch befall me at my lateſt Hour, 
And make my Portion bleſt or curs d for ever. 

F.$h, Then all is well, and I ſhall ſleep in Peace— 
Tris very dark, and E have loſt yu now— 
Was there not ſomething 1 would have bequeath d you? 
But I have nothing left me to beſtow, - 
Nothing but one ſad Sigh. Oh Mercy, Heav'n! [ Dies. 

Bell. There fled the Soul, 
And left her Load of Miſery behind. 

Sh. Oh my Heart's Treaſure! Is this pale fad Viſage 
All that remains of thee?* Are theſe dead Eyes 
The Light that cheer my Soul? Oh heavy Hour! 
But I will fix my trembling Lips to thine, 
Till I am cold and ſenſeleſs quite, as thou art. 
What, muſt we x ut then?—will you— 

[To the Guard: taking him _ 

Fare thee well— [Kiſſing her 
Now execute your Tyrant's Will, and lead me 
Tv Bonds, or Death, 'tis equally indifferent. 
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Bell. Let thoſe, who view this ſad Example, know, 
What Fate attends the broken Marriage-Vow ; 
And teach their Children in ſucceeding Times, | 
No common Vengeance waits upon theſe Crimes, 
gage N 
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Spoken by Mr. OLDFIELD. 80 


E modeſt Mavens all, ye virtuous Wives, 9 

Who lead with horrid Husbandi, decent cog gt 

yp, wh fr ll yr bs fc «ring, J 
ſee your Spouſes drinking, gaming, raking, ? | 

Yet make 4 Conſcienre ftill of Chckold-making 0 | 

What can we ſay hour Parte to ob © 

This Matter here was prov'd againſt poor Jane: 

She never once deny d it, but in ſhort, ; 

Whimper'd—and cry d. ſweet Sir, I'm ſorry for t. 

Twas well he met n kind, good - natur d Soul, 

We are not all 5. n ts enero! 

I fancy one might find in this good Town 

Some wou d ha told the Gentleman his own ; 

Have anſwer d ſmart, To what do you pretend, 

lockhead As if I muſt n't ſee a Friend: 
Tell me of Hackney- Coaches Jaunts to th' City 


Where ſhou'd I buy my China — Faith, I'll fit ye. 
Our mY was of a mi 


Aer. 108 ces rt; 
—Lords and Maſters ee 
De n e allow Dog ly es 

:en we ſubmit this t0.your 3 

Mell, Peace be with her, ſhe dit wrong moſt ſurely; 

ut ſo do many more who lookdomurely. 

Nor ſhou'd our mourning Madam weep alone, 

There are more Ways of Wickedneſs than one. 


o 
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EPILOGUE. 


If the reforming Stage ſhould fall to ſba ming 
Ill-nature, Pride, Hypocriſy, and Gaming ; 
Thi, Poets frequently might move Compaſſiyn, | 
1 with She Tragedies oer run the Nation. 
Then judge the fair Offender, with — | 
And let your Fellow-feeling curb your Satyr. 

What if our Neighbours have ſome little Failing, 

eee eee 

For ber Excuſe too, be it underſtood, 

if the Woman was not quite fo-good, 
Lover was 4 King, ſhe Fleſh and Blood. 
nd ſince Iv has dearly paid the ſinful Score, 

Be kind at laſt, and phty poor Jane Shore. 
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Her Royal Highneſs 
Princeſs of WaLES. 


MAaDAM, . 
Princeſs of the ſame Royal 
Blood to which you are fo 
I cloſely and fo happily al- 

6 EY) ly'd, preſumes to throw 
EL — {elf at the Feet of Your 
RO TAL HISRHNESS for Protection. 
The Character of that excellent Lady, 
as it is deliver d down to us in Hiſtory, 
is very near the ſame with the Picture I 
have endeavour'd to draw of her: And 
if, in the Poetical Colouring, I have 


"7 OI aim'd 


DEDICATION. | 


ainr'd at heightning and improving ſome 
- of the Features, it was only to make her 
more worthy of thoſe illuſtrious Hands 
2 which I always e to Preſent 
OE 
As the Britiſh Nation in general | is 
infinitely indebted to Your Rorar Hrex- 
xess; ſo every particular Perſon amongſt 
us ought to contribute, according to their | 
{ſeveral Capacities and Abilities, towards 
the diſcharging that Publick Obligation, 
We are your Debtors, MAD AM, for 
the Preference You gave us, in chuſing 
to wear the Britiſh rather than the Impe- 
rial Crown; for giving the beſt Daugh- 
ter to our K 1NnG, and the beſt Wife to 
our PRINCE. It is to Youx Rovat 
Hicnnxess we owe the Security that 
ſhall be deliver'd down to our Children's 
Children, by a moſt hopeful and beauti- 
ful, as well as a numerous Royal Iſſue. 
Theſe are the Bonds of our Civil Duty: 
But Your ROYAL Hicnness has 
laid us under others yet more ſacred and 
engaging; I mean, thoſe of Religion. 
You are not only the Brighteft Orna- 
ment, but the Patroneſs and Defender 
of our Holy Faith. Nor 


DEDICATION. _ 
Nor is it Britain alone, but the World, 
but the preſent and all ſucceeding Ages, 
who ſhall bleſs Your Royal Name, for 
the greateſt Example that can be given - 
of a diſintereſted Piety and unſhaken 
Conſtancy. 

This is what we may certainly reckon 
amongſt the Benefits X OUR RO TAL 
Hr1cnnNess has conferr'd upon us. Tho' 
at the ſame time, how partial ſoever we 
may be to our ſelyes, we ought not to 
believe, You declin'd the Firſt Crown of 
Europe in regard of Britain only. No, 
Mavan, it is in Juſtice to Loux Rova, 
Hicuness that we muſt confeſs, you had 
more excellent Motives for ſo great an 
Action as that was; ſince you did it in 
Obedience to the Dictates of Reaſon and 
Conſcience, for the Sake of True Reli- 
gion, and for the Honour of God. All 
things that are Great have been offer'd 
to You; and all things that are Good 
and Happy, as well in this World as a 
better, ſhall become the Reward of ſuch 
cxalted Virtue and Piety. The Bleſſings 
of our Nation, the Prayers of our Church, 
with The faithful Service of all good Men, 
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DEDICATION. | 
ſhall wait upon Yous Rovar Renten ; 
as long as you live. And whenever, for 
the Puniſhment of this Land, You ſhall 
be taken from us, your Sacred Name 
mall be dear to Remembrance, and Al- 
mighty God, who alone is able, ſhall be- 
ftow upon you the Fulneſs of Recom- 
pence. 

Amongſt the ſeveral Offerings of Du- 
ty which are made to you here, be gra- 
ciouſly pleas'd to accept of this unwor- 
thy Trifle ; which is, with the greateſt 

Re ſpect and loweſt Submiſſion, preſented 
to Your Rovar Hicuness, by, 


MADAM, 


Your ROYAL Hasen | 
Moſt Obedient, | 
Moſt Devoted, and 
Moſt Faithful 
Humble Servant, 


N, ROWE. 
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PREFACE 
P NIL Eo I have very little Inchnation to 
By write Prefaces before Works of this 

Nature, yet, pon 32 ar Oc 
caſion, I cannot but think my ſelf - 
bliged to give ſome ſhort Account: of 
HS this Play, as well in Fuſtice to n 

% as t0 a very learned and ingeni- 
ous Gentleman, my Friend, who is dead. The Perſon I 
mean was Mr. Smith of Chriſt Church, Oxon : One 
whoſe Character I could with great Pleaſure enter into, 
if it was not already very well known to the Warld.. 
As I hadthe Happineſs to be intimately atquainted with 
bim, he often told me ny deſign'd writing a Tragedy. 
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don the Story. of the Lady Jane Gray; 2 be had 

i ſelf. Bat as be died uit bour doing it, in the be. 

Zim of - the laſt Summer, I reſold to undertake it. 
' And indeed, the Hopes I had of reteiving ſome conſider. 
Able Aſiſtances from the Papers he left behind him, were | 
one % Ln, n. Moti ves that induc d me ti go about 
> Thefe Papers were in the Hands of Mr. Ducket; 
20 whom my Friend, Mr. Thomas Burnet, was ſo kind 
ar to write and procure them for me. The leaſt Return 
J can make to thoſe Gentlemen, is this publick Acknow- 
ledgment of their great Civility on this occaſion. I muſt 
confeſs, before thoſe Papers came 10 my Hand, I had 
ertirely formd the Deſign, or Fable of my own Play : 
And when I came to look them over, I found it was 
of from that which Mr. Smith intended; the Plan 


his being drawn after that which is in Print of Mr. 
ks; at 1 thought ſo, by what I could pick out of 

bis Papers. ſay the truth, I was a good deal ſur- 
priz'd and diſappointed at the fight of them. I hoped 
to have met with great part of the Play written to my 
Hand, or at the leaſt, the whole Deſign regularly drawn 
out. Inſtead of that, I found the Quantity of about 
r s. Paper «written over in odd Pieces, blotted, 
interlin'd, and confurd. What was contained in them 
in general, wat looſe hints of Sentiments, and ſhort ob. 
ſewre Sketches of Scenes. But how they were to be ap- 
ply d, or in what order they were to be rang d. I could 
ot by any Diligence of mine, (and Ilool d them very care- 
fully over more than once) come to underſtand. One 
Stene there was, and one only, that ſeem'd pretty near 
perfect; in which Lord Guilford ſingly perſnades the 
| Lady Jane to take the Crown. From that I borrow'd 
all that I could, and inſerted it in my own Third Act. 
But indeed the Manner and Turn of bis Fable was ſo 
different from mine, that I could not tale above five. 
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| aud twenty or thirty Lines at the moſt; and even in 
4 thoſe I was obig d to make ſome Alteration. I ſhoulM 
1. have been very glad to have come into a Partnerſhip 
* of Reputation with ſo fine a Writer as Mr. Smith 
5 war; but in truth bis Hints were ſo ſhort and dark, 
— of them mar d even in Short-hand) that they 
* were of little Uſe or Service to me. - They might 
4 have ſerv'd as Indexes to his own Memory, 1 he might 
* have form d 4 Play out of them; but I dare ſay, no 
* body elſe could. In one Part of his Deſign he ſeem'd to 
7 ier from Mr. Banks, whoſe Tale he generally deſign'd to 
d follow; ſince I obſervd in many of thoſe ſhort Sketches 


of Scenes, he had introduc'd Fee Mary. He ſeem d to 
mtend her Character pitiful and inclining Mercy, but 
urg d on to Cruelty by the Rage and bloody Diſpoſirions 
of Bonner and Gardiner. This Hint I had likewiſe ta- 

— the late Biſbop of Salisbury Hiſtory of the 
Reformation; who lays, and ] believe very juſtly, the 
horrible Cruelties that were ated at that Time, rather 
to the charge of that perſecuting Spirit by uhich the Cler- 
gy were then animated, than to the Yueen's own Natu- 
ral Diſpoſition. - .. + +» | 3 


Many People believd, or at leaſt ſaid, that Mr. 
Smith left a Play very near entire behind him. AW 
that I am ſorry for. is, that it was not ſo in fact; I 
ſhould have made no ſcruple of taking three, four, or 
even the whole five Acts from him; bat then I hope I 
ſhould have had the Honeſty to let the World know they 
were his, and not take another Man's Reputation to my 


ſelf. 


This is what I thought neceſſary to ſay, as well on 
w * * Account, as in regard to the Memory of ny 
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For the Play, ſuch as it is, I leave it 10 profoee 
> .as it can; 117 re 3 b . 
uuitb any publick ies for my Writings of this kind, 

as much as I have been — #0 it. I ſball turn 

this my youngeſt Child out into the World,-with no other 

Provifes than a Saying which I remember to have ſeen 

before one of Mrs. Behn: : | 


Va! mon Enfant prend ta Fortune. 
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rROLOGUE 


Spoken by Mr. Boon, 


'O-night the nobleft Sabian foell ou our Gans, 
A Hons, a 2 and a 
And tho" the Poet dares not boa bis Art, 

The very Theme Kall ſomething great impart, 
To warm the gen rous Soul, and touch the tender Heare, 
To you, Fair Fudges, we "the Cauſe ſubmit ; 
Your Eyes _ tell us bow the Tale is writ. 
L your ſo waits upon our Wor, ö 
if filent A, 2 fuff ring Virtue flows ; * 
-=_ Grief the Muſes Laboar all confeſs, © © 

The livel y Paſſions, and the juſt Diſtreſs. = 
050 cou d ger Author's Pencil juſtly paint, 
Such as ſbe was in Life, the . —f Saint; 
an your ftrif Attention might we claim, 1 

14 J ou mark,, and copy out the Dame. * 
No 2 Glance one wanton Thought conf: 2 
No guiliy Wiſh inflam'd her ſpotleſs Breaft : 
The only Love that warm'd ber blooming Youth, 
Was Hutbend, England, Liberty, and Truth. 
For theſe ſbe fell; ; while, with too weak a Hand, 
She ſtrove to ſave a blind ungrateful Land. 
But thus the ſecret Laws of Fate ordain; | 
W1LLiam's Great Hand was doom'd to break that C hain, —- 
And end the Hopes of Rome's Tyrannick Reign. 3* AM 
For ever, as the circling Tears return, 
77 grateful Britons! crown the Hero's Urn; 
To his juſt Care you ev'ry Bleſſing owe, 
Which, er his aten, or following Reigns _ 
Tho his hard Fate a Father's Name 22 * 
To you a Father, he that Loſs fupply'd 
Then while you view the Royal Line's Increaſe, 
, caunt A Pleages of your future Peaces * 

b + C & | a 
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From his reat Stock while fill vero Glarie cone, 
Conqueſt abroad, and Liberty at home,; 49 
While you behold "the Beaktiful and Brat, © . 3 a 


$5, * 
> "a 


Bright Princeſſes to grace you, Kings to ſave, 
2955 the Gift, but ”_ the Hand that . 


7 
and Butt 
Dramatis Perſons, 
— | 
Duke of Northumberland. Mr. 
Duke of Suffolk, . Mr. 4 Ws 
Lord Guilford Dudley, Mr. Huoth. 
Earl of Pembrote, Mr. Elrington. 
Earl of Suſſex, | Mr. Ryan. 
Gardiner Bp. of Mi inchefter, Mr. Cibber. _ 
Sir John Gates, Mr. Shepherd. 
Licurenant of the Tower, Mr. Vun. 
5. WOMEN. © 
Dutcheſs of Suffolk, Mrs. Porter. 
Lady Jane Gray, Mrs. Oldfield. 


Lords of the Council, Gentlemen, Guards, 
pas and Attendants, 
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SCENE, The Court. 


Enter the Duke of Northumberland, Date of Sufolk, 
and Sir John Gates. 


NORTHUMB. ; 
IIS all in vain; 1 has rd 
i its Pledge, - 

And he muſt die. 

,. Is there an Jonen Heart, 
hat loves our Eng/and, does not 
1 d mourn for Edward ? 


— The Genius of our Iſle is ſhook with 
He Lows his venerable Head with Pain, | [Sorrow, 
And labours with the Sickneſs of his Lord. 
Religion melts in ev*ry holy Eye, 

All comfortleſs, aided, and forlorn 

5 fits on Earth, and weeps upon her Croſs: 
Weary of Man; and his deteſted Ways, 


Ev'a 


AS 
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vii ane ii freme 20 maitions her Flight, 
And waft her Angel to the Thrones above. 


Nerth. Ay, there, my Lord, you touch our heavieſt Lis, 


With him our holy Faith is doom'd to ſuffer ; 3 
With him our Church ſhall veil her facred Front, 
That late from Heaps of Gothic Ruins roſe, 
In her firſt native ſimple Majeſty; 
The Toil of Saints, and Price of Blood, 3 
Shall fail Sith Edward, and again Old Rome © 
Shall f pread her Banners; and her Monkiſh , 
Pride, 2 and Rapine ſhall return; 

Blind bloody Zeal, and cruel Prieſtly, Power 

Shall ſcourge the Land for ten dark ges more. 

Sir J. Gates. Is there no Help in all the an an, 
No potent Juice or Drug to fave a Life 5 
So preeious, and 22 a Nation's Fate? 

North. What has been left untry'd that Art could do? 
The hoary wrinkled Leech has watch'd and toil'd, 
Try'd ev'ry Health-reſtoring Herb and Gum, 

And weary'd. out his painful Skill in yain. _ . 

© Cloſe like a Dragon folded in his Den, 

Some ſecret Venom preys upon his Heart; 

A ſtubborn and unconquerable Flame 

Creeps in his Veins, and drinks the Streams of Life; 
His youthful Sinews are unſtrung, cold Sweats, 
And deadly Paleneſs ſit upon his Viſage, 

And ev'ry Gaſp we look ſhall be his 

: Sir 7. Gates, Doubt not, your Gmees, but the Popiſh 
Will at this N urge their utmoſt Force. 


All on he Þ rinceſs Mary turn their Eyes, 
Well: hoping ce build 122 their Altars, 
And bring Seer dol-Worſhi N in Triumph. 


"Nerth.G — Heav'n 2 me better Fate for England! 

- Suff. What better can we hope, if ſhe ſhould reign? 
I know her well, a blinded Zealot is ſhe, 

gloomy Nature, ſullen and ſevere, 
Nurtur'd by proud preſuming Remiſb Prieſts, 
Taught to believe they only cannot err, 
Becauſe they cannot err; bred u We Scorn 


Of "7 and the whole Lay-World ; inſiructed 0 
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To 


the Lady Jane Grarv. FP: 3 
o hate who'er diſſent from what _ e 
To p = e the World from Hereſy by 
To maſlacre a Nation, and believe it 
An Act well-pleafing to the Lord of M | ; 
Theſe are thy Gods, Oh Rome / and this thy Faith. WY 
North. And ſhall we 1 d our ſelves to 8 
Bow down before theſe holy Purple Tyrants, 
And bid em tread upon our laviſh Necks ? * 
No; let this Faithful free-born Engliſb Hand 
Firſt dig my Grave in Liberty and Honour; 
And tho' I found but one more thus reſolv'd, 
That honeſt Man and I would die together. 
Su. Doubt not, there are Ten thouſand, nne thouſand 
To own a Cauſe ſo juſt | 
Sir F. Gates, The e ll I gave 
Into your Grace's Hand laſt Night, dechres 
My Power and Friends at full. [To Northumb. 
North. Be it your Care, 
Good Sir Jobn Gates, to ſee your Friends appointed, 
And ready for the Occaſion. Haſte this intent, 
Loſe not a Moment's Time. 5 
Sir F. Gates. I go, my Lord. [Exit Sir J. Gates. 
North: Your Grace's Princely Daughter, Lady Ja 8, 
Is ſhe yet come to Court? 
Suff. Not yet arriv'd, 
But with the ſooneſt I expect her here. 
I know her Duty to the dying King, 
N with my ſtrict Commands to haſten hither, 
ill bring her on the Wing. 
North. Beſeech your Grace, 
To ſpeed another Meſſenger to preſs h 
For on her happy Preſence all our Counſels 
Depend, and take their Fate. 
Suff. Upon the Inſtant 
Your Grace ſhall be obey'd. I go to ſummon her. | 
[Exit Suff. 
Nerth. What trivial Influences hold Dominion 
O'er Wiſe Men's Counſels, and the Fate of Empire? 
The greateſt Schemes that human Wit can forge, 
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Or bold Ambition dares to put in Practice. 
Depend upon our husbanding a Moment. f 
And the light laſting of a Woman's Will. | | 
As if the Lord of Nature ſhou'd delight 

To this pond'rous Globe upon a Hair, 

And bid it dance. before a Breath of Wind. ; 

She muſt be here, and lodg'd in Gui/ford's Arms, 

E'er Edward dies, or all we've done is marr' d. 

Ha! Pembroke ! that's a Bar which thwarts my Way 4 
His fiery Temper brooks not Oppoſition, - 

And muſt be met with ſoft and ſupple Arts, 

With crouching Courteſy, and honey d Words, 

Such as aſſuage the Fierce, and the Strong: 


Enter the Earl of Pembroke. \ 


Good morrow, Noble Pembroke : We have ſtay d 
The Meeting of the Council for your Preſence. 

Pen. For mine, my Lord! You mock your Servant, [i 
To ſay that I am wanted, where your elf, | | 
The Great Alcides of our State, is preſent. 
Whatever Dangers menace Prince or People, 

Our Great Northumberland is arm'd to meet em; 
The ableſt Head, and firmeſt Heart you bear, 
Nor need a Second in the glorious 'Task ; 

Equal your ſelf to all the Toils of Empire. 

North. No; as T honour Virtue, I have try'd, 

And know my Strength too well; nor can the Voice 

Of friendly Flatery, like yours, deceive me. 

I know my Temper liable to Paſſions, | 
And all the Frlties common to our Nature; 
Blind to Event too eaſy of Perſuaſion, 

And often, too too often, have I err'd. 
Much therefore have I need of ſome good Man, 
Some wiſe and honeſt Heart, whoſe friendly Aid 
Might guide my treading thro' our preſent Dangers 3 
And by the Honour of my Name 's ſwear, 
I know not one of all our Exgliſb Peers, 


* 


' 
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Whom I wou'd chuſe for that beſt Friend, like Pu, 
| . | ” Pm, 
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Pem. What ſhall I anſwer to a Truſt ſo Noble, 
This Prodigality of Praiſe and Honour ? e 
Were not your Grace too generous of Soul, _ 
To ſpeak a Language —_— from your Heart, 
How might I think you could not mean this 
To one, whom his Ill-Fortune has ordain'd 
The Rival of your Son. es 
North. No more! I ſcorn a Thought 
So much below the Dignity of Virtue. 
"Tis true, I look on Gzi/ford like a Father, 
Lean to his Side, and ſee but half his Failings: 
But on a Point like this, when equal Merit 
Stands forth to make its bold Appeal to Honour, 
And calls to have the Balance held in Juſtice; 
Away with all the Fondneſſes of Nature! 
I judge of Pembroke and my Son alike. | 
Pem. I ask no more to bind me to your Service. 
North. The Realm is now at hazard, and bold Factions 
Threaten Change, Tumult, and diſaſtrous _ 


| Theſe Fears drive out the gentler Thoughts o 


$. 
Joy, 

Of Courtſhip, and of Love. Grant, Heav'n, the State 
To fix in Peace and Safety once again; 
Then ſpeak your Paſſion to the Princely Maid, 
And fair Succeſs attend you. For my ſelf, 
My Voice ſhall go as far for you, my Lord, 
As for my Son, and Beauty be the Umpire. 
But now a heavier Matter calls upon us; 
The King with Life juſt lab'ring; and I fear, 
The Council grow impatient at our Stay. 

Pem. One Moment's Pauſe, and I attend your Grace. 


Exit North, 
Old Wincheſter cries to me oft, Beware | 
Of proud Northumberland. The teſty Prelate, 
Froward with Age, with diſappointed Hopes, 
And zealous for Old Rome, rails on the Duke, 
Suſpecting him to favour the New Teachers: 
Yet ev'n in that, if I judge right, he errs. 
But were it ſo, what are theſe Monkiſh Quarrels, 
Theſe wordy Wars of Proud Ill-manner'd Schogl-men, 
To us and dur Lay- Intereſt? Let em rail 2 
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= And worry one another at their Pleaſure. © | 

_ This Duke, of late, by many worthy Offices, 3 

1 Has ſought my Friendſhip, And yet more, his Sen, = 

_ The nobleſt Youth our England has to boaſt of, 

The gentleſt Nature and the braveſt Spirit, 

| Has made me long the Partner of his Breaſt. 

_ Nay, when he found, in ſpite of the Reſiſtance 

=_ My firuggling Heart had made, to do him Juſtice, 
That I was grown his Rival; he ſtrove hard, 

And would not turn me forth from out his Boſom, 
But call'd me ſtill his Friend. And ſee ! He comes. 


Enter Lord Guilford. 


Oh, Guilford ! juſt as thou wer't ent'ring here, 
My Thought was running all thy Virtues over, 
And wondring how thy Soul cou'd chuſe a Partner 
So much unlike it ſelf. | 
Guil. How cou'd my Tongue 
Take Pleaſure, and be laviſh in thy Praiſe! 
ow cou'd I ſpeak thy Nobleneſs of Nature, 
hy open manly Heart, thy Courage, Conſtancy, 
And in-born Truth unknowing to diſſemble ! 
Thou art the Man in whom my Soul delights, 
In whom, next Heaven, I truſt. 5 
Pem. Oh! Generous Youth! | 
What can a Heart, ſtubbern and fierce, like mine, 
Return to all thy Sweetneſs ? et I wou'd, 
I wou'd be grateful... Oh, my cruel Fortune 
Wou'd I had never ſeen her, never caſt 
Mine Eyes on S»fo/k's Daughter! 
Guil. So wou'd I; - | 
Since 'twas. my Fate to ſee and love her firſt. 
Pen. Oh! Why ſhou'd ſhe, that univerſal Goodneſs, 
Like Light, a common Bleſſing to the World, 
- Riſe like a Comet fatal to our Friendſhip, 
And threaten it with Ruin? 
Gail. Heaven forbid ! | 
But tell me, Pembroke, Ts it not in Virtue 
To arm againſt this proud imperious Paſſion? + 5 
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. Friendſhip dwell ſo near to Envy, 
r 7758 
If blind miſtaken Chance, and partial Beauty 
Should join to favour Guilford ? 
Pen. Name it not, 
My . fiery Spirits _ at the 2 
And hurry me to Rage 
Guil. And yet I 
I ſhou'd not murmur, —_ thy Lot to 8 
And mine to be refus'd. Thy, ſure, the 
Wou'd wound me to the Heart. 
Pem. Ha! Could'ſt thou bear - ? 80 
And yet perhaps thou might'ſt: Thy gen em 
Is — with Paſſions 1 in due Proportion, * 
* no one over-bears nor plays the Tyrant, 
. in Nature's Buſineſs, and thy Happineſs: 
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Like all thou canſt imagine wild and furious, 
Now drive me headlong on, now whirl me WI 
And hurry my unſtable flitting Soul 

To ev'ry Extreme. Then pity me, 

And let my Weakneſs ſtand. 


Enter Sir John Gates. 


Sir F. Gates. The Lords of Council * 
Wait with Impatience. 


Pemb. I attend their Pleaſure. 
This only, and no more then. Whatſoever 
Fortune decrees, ſtill let us call to mind 
Our Friendſhip and our Honour. And fince Love 
Condemns us to be Rivals for one Prize, 
Let us contend, as Friends and brave Men ought, 
With Openneſs and Juſtice to each other; 
That he who wins the Fair-One to his Arms, 
May take her as the Crown of great Deſert: 
And if the wretched Loſer does repine, | 
His own Heart and the World may all condemn him: 
| [Exit Pem. 


Guil. 


| 
| 
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Guil. How croſs the Ways of Life liel While we think 
We travel on direct in one High Road, 0 g 
And have our Journey's End oppos d in Vier, 
A thouſand thwarting Paths break in upon us, 
To puzzle and perplex our wandring Steps. 
Love, Friendſhip, Hatred, in their turns miſlead us, 
As ev'ry Paſſion has its ſeparate Intereſt : ee 
Where is that piercing Foreſight can unfold' 

Where all this mazy Error will have end, * 
And tell the Doom reſerv'd for me and Pembroke ? 
There is but one End certain, that is Death: 
Yet ev'n that Certainty is ftill uncertain. 

For of theſe ſeveral Tracks which lie before us, 
We know that one leads eertainhy to Death, 

But know not which that one is. Tis in vain, 
This blind Divining ; let me think no more on't: 
And ſee the Miitreis of our Fate appear! 


Enter Lady Jang Gray. Attendants. 


Hai), Princely Maid! who with auſpicious Beauty 
Chear'ſt ev'ry drooping Heart in this ſad Place; 
Who, like the — Rogene of the Night, 
Lift'ſt up thy ſacred Beams upon the Land, 
To bid the Gloom look gay, diſpel our Horrors, 
And make us leſs lament the ſetting Sun. [Preſency 
L. J. Gray. Yes, Guilford ; Well doit thou compare my 
To the faint Comfort of the waining Moon: 
Like her cold Orb, a chearleſs Gleam I bring, 
Silence and Heavineſs of Heart, with Dews 
To dreſs the Face of Nature all in Tears. 
But ſay, how fares the King? 
Guil. He lives as yet, 
But ev'ry Moment cuts away a Hope, 
Adds to our Fears, 'and gives the Infant Saint 
A nearer Proſpect of his op'ning Heaven. | 
L. J. Gray. Deſcend ye Choirs of Angels to receive him, 
Tune your melodious Harps to ſome high Strain, 
And waft him upwards with a Song of Triumph: 
AJpurer Soul, and one more like your ſelves, 
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Ne'er enter d at the Golden Gates of Bliſs. | 
Oh, Guilford ! What remains for wretched England, 

hen he, our Guardian-Angel, ſhall forſake us? 
For whoſe dear Sake Heav'n ſpar'd a guilty Land, 
And ſcatter'd not its Plagues while Edward reign d. 

Guil..T own my Heart bleeds inward at the Thought; 
nd riſeng Horrors crowd the op'ning Scene. | 
And yet, forgive me, thou, my Native Country, 

hou Land of Liberty, thou Nurſe of Heroes, 
Forgive me, if in ſpite of all thy Dangers, 
New Springs of Pleaſure flow within my Boſom, 

hen thus tis giv'n me to behold thoſe Eyes, 
tus gaze and wonder, how excelling Nature 
an give each Day new Patterns of her Skill, 
And yet at once ſurpaſs em. 

L. F. Gray. Oh, vain Flattery ! 
Harſh and ill- ſounding ever to my Ear; 
But on a Day like this, the Raven's Note : | 
Strikes on my Senſe more ſweetly. But, no more, = 
I charge thee touch th' ungrateful Theme no more; . | 
Lead me, to pay my Duty to the Kin 
To wet his pale cold Hand with ele lat Tears, 

\nd ſhare the Bleflings of his parting Breath. 

Guil. Were like dying Edward, ſure a Touch 
Of this dear Hand wou'd kindle Life a- new. 
But I obey, I dread that — Frown; 

ind Oh! whene'er my Boſom ſwells with Paſſion, 
and my full Heart is pain'd with ardent Love, 
Allow me but to look on you, and ſigh; | : 
Tis all the humble Joy that Gui ford asks. [poſe, 

L. J. G. Still wilt thou frame thy Speech to this vain Pur- 
hen the wan King of Terrors ſtalks before us, 
hen univerſal Ruin gathers round, 
ind no Eſcape is left us? Are we not 
Like Wretches in a Storm, whom ev'ry Moment 

he greedy Deep is gaping to devour ? 
\round us ſee the pale deſpairing Crew, 

ring their ſad Hands, and give their Labour over; 
he Hope of Life has ev'ry Heart forſook, 
ind Horror fits on each diſtracted Look; 
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One ſolemn "Thought of Death does all per. 3 
And cancels, like a Dream, Delight and 4, 

One Sorrow ſtreams "from all their weeping 

And one * Volce for Mercy cries; 
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ACT IL. Scznz I. 
F. SCENE continues. 


Enter the Duke of NoR THUMBERLAND, 
| and the Duke of SUFFOLK. 


Nr. E Tthen be chear'd my Heart amidſt thy Mourning. 
Tho' Fate hang heavy o'er us, tho? pale Fear 

And wild Diſtraction fit on ev'ry Face; 
Tho' never Day of Grief was known like this, 
Let me rejoice, and bleſs the hallow'd Light, 
Whoſe Beams auſpicious ſhine upon our Union, 
And bid me call the noble Saft Brother. 

SuF. I know not what my ſecret Soul preſages, 
But ſomething ſeems to whiſper me within, 
That we have been too haſty. For my ſelf, 
I wiſh this Matter had been yet delay'd ; 
That we had waited ſome more bleſſed Time, 
Some better Day with happier Omens hallow'd, 
For Love to kindle up his holy Flame. 
But you, my Noble Brother, wou'd prevail, 
And I have yielded to you. | 

Nerth. Doubt not any thing; | 
Nor hold the Hour unlucky, that good Heaven, 
Who ſoftens the Corrections of his Hand, 
And mixes ſtill a Comfort with Afflictions, 
CT Has giv'n to-day a _— in our Children, 
To wipe away our Tears for dying Edward. 
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Sa. In that I truſt. Good Angels be our Guard, 
And make my Fears prove vain. But ſee! My Wife? 
With her, your Son, the generous Gui/ford comes: 
She has inform'd him of our preſent Purpoſe. + © - 
Enter the Dutcheſs of Suffolk, and Lord Guilford. 
L. Gail. How ſhall J ſpeak the Fulneſs of my Heart ? 
What ſhall I ſay, to bleſs you for this Goodneſs? 
Oh! Gracious Princeſs ! But my Life is yours, 
And all the Buſineſs of my Years to come, 
Is, to attend with humbleſt Duty on you, 
And pay my vow'd Obedience at your Feet. 
Dutc. Sz F. Yes, Noble Youth, I ſhare in all thy Joys, 
In all-the Joys which this ſad Day can give. | 
The dear Delight I have to call thee Son, . 
Comes like a Cordial to my drooping Spirits; 
It broods with gentle Warmth upon my Boſom, 
And melts that Froſt of Death which ung about me. 
But hafte! Inform my Daughter of our Pleaſure ;* / 
Let thy Tongue put on all its young Eloquence, 
Inſtruct thy Love to ſpeak of Comfort to her, | 
To ſooth her Griefs, and chear the mourning Maid. 
| North. All deſolate and drown'd in flowing Tears, 
| By Edward's Bed the pious Princeſs fits; . | vhs] 
| Faſt from her lifted Eyes the Pearly Drops 
Fall trickling o'er her Cheek, while holy Ardor, 
And fervent Zeal pour forth her _ Soul # 
And ev'ry Sigh is wing'd with Pray'rs ſo potent, 
As ſtrive with Heav'n to fave her dying Lord. 
Dutc. Sz F. From the firſt early Days of Infant Life, 
A gentle Band of Friendſhip grew betwixt 'em ; 
And while our Royal Uncle Henry reign'd, | 
As Brother and as Siſter bred together, 
Beneath one common Parent's Care they liv'd. , 
North. A wondrous — of Souls conſpir'd 
To form, the Sacred Union. Lady IAN E, 
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Of all his Royal Blood was ſtill the deareſt: 
In ev'ry innocent Delight they ſhar'd, 

They ſung, and danc'd, and fat, and walk'd together: 
Nay, in the graver Buſineſs of his Youth, 
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When Books and Learning call'd him from his Sports, 
Ev'n there the Princely Maid was his Companion. | 
She left the ſhining Court to ſhare his Loil, 
To turn with him the grave Hiſtorian's Page, 
And taſte the Rapture of the Poet's Song; 

To ſearch the Latin and the Grecian Stores, 3 
And wonder at the mighty Minds ef old. 


Enter Lady Jan x GRA, weeping. 


pF: 
L. J. Gray. Wo't thou not break, my Heart. 
Suff. Alas! What mean'ſt thou? N 
Guil. Oh, ſpeak ! | 
Dutch. Sz F. How fares the King? . 
North. Say, Is he dead? 
L. F. Gray. The Saints and Angels have him. 
Dutch. Sf. When I left him, ' : 
He ſeem'd a little chear'd, juſt as you enter d. 
IL. J. Gray. As I approach'd to kneel and pay my Duty, 
He rais'd his feeble Eyes, and faintly ſmiling, 
Are you then come ? he cry'd: I only liv'd 
To bid farewel to thee, my gentle Couſin, 
To ſpeak a few ſhort Words to thee, and die. A 
With that he preſt my Hand, and Oh! he ſaid, 
When I am gone, do thou be good ta Exgland; 
Keep to that Faith in which we both were bred, 
And to the End be conſtant. More I wou'd, 
But cannot. There his falt'ring Spirits fail'd, 
And turning ev'ry Thought from Earth at once, 
To that bleſt Place where all his Hopes were fix'd, 
Earneſt he pray d; Merciful, Great Defender 
Preſerve thy holy Altars undefil'd, 
Protect this Land from bloody Men and Idols, 
Save my poor People from the Yoke of Rome, 
And take thy painful Servant to thy Mercy. 
Then finking on his Pillow, with a Sigh, 
He breath'd his innocent and faithful Soul 
Into his Hands who gave it. 
Guil. Crowns of Glory, 


Such as the brighteſt Angels wear, be on him; « 
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Peace guard his Aſhes here; and Paradiſe - 
With all its endleſs Bliſs be open to him. | 
North. Our Grief be on his Grave. Our preſent Duty 
Enjoins to ſee his laſt Commands obey d. * 
J hold it fit his Death be not made known 
To any but our Friends. To-morrow early 
The Council ſhall aſſemble at the Tower. 
Mean while, I beg your Grace wou'd ſtrait inform 
3 [To the Dutcheſs of Suffolk, 
Your Princely Daughter of our Refolution, 
Our common Int'reſt in that happy Tie, . 
Demands our ſwifteſt Care to ſee it finiſh'd. | 
D. S. My Lord, you have determin'd well. Lord Gui//ord, 
Be it your Task to ſpeak at large our Purpoſe. + 
Daughter, receive this Lord as one whom I, 
Your Father, and his own, ordain your Husband: 
What moe concerns our Will and your Obedience, 
We leave you to receive from him at leiſure. 
[Exeunt Dake and Dutcheſs of Suffolk, 
and Duke of Northumberland. 


Guil. Wo't thou not a Moment from thy Sorrows, 
And bid theſe bubbling Streams forbear to flow ? 

Wo't thou not give one Interval to Joy, - 
One little Pauſe, while humbly I unfold 
The happieſt Tale my Tongue was ever bleſt with? 

L. F. Gray. My Heart is cold within me, ev'ry Senſe 
Is dead to joy; but I will hear thee, Gui//ord, 
Nay, I muſt hear thee, ſuch is her Command, 
Whom early Duty taught me ſtill t' obey. 

But, Oh! Forgive me, if to all thy Story, 
Tho' Eloquence Divine attend thy ſpeaking, 

Tho ev'ry Muſe and ev'ry Grace do crown thee ; 
Forgive me, if I cannot better anſwer, 

Than weeping-— thus, and thus. 

G21. If I offend thee, a 
Let me be dumb ſor ever; let not Liſe ; 
Inform theſe breathing Organs of my Voice, 

If any Sound from me diſturb thy Quiet. 
What is my Peace or Happine's to thine ? 


No, 
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No, tho' our Noble Parents had decreed, | 
And urg'd high Reaſons which import the State, 
This Night to give thee to my faithful Arms, 
My faireſt Bride, my only carthly Bliſs. 
L. J. Gray. How! Guifford ! On this Night? 
Guil. This happy Night. 
Yet if thou art refolv'd to croſs my Fate, 
A If this my utmoſt Wiſh ſhall give thee Pain, 
Now rather let the Stroke of Death fall on mb 
And ſtretch me out a lifeleſs Corſe before thee ; 
Let me, ſwept away with Things forgotten, 
a, Be huddI'd up in ſome obſcure blind Grave, 
E'er thou ſhould'ſt ſay my Love has made thee wretched, 
Or drop one ſingle Tear for Gui/ford's ſake. 
L. F. Gray. Alas! I have too much. of Death already, | 
And want not thine to furniſh out new Horror. { 
| Oh! Dreadful Thought ! If thou wert dead indeed, 8. | 
lk, What — were left me then? Yes, I will own, | 
Spite of the Bluſh that burns my Maiden Cheek, 
M Heart has fondly lean'd toward thee long: | 
V3, Thy Sweetneſs, Virtue, and unblemiſh'd Youth, 
Have won a Place for thee within my Boſom: 
And if my Eyes look coldly on thee now, ] 
And ſhun thy Love on this diſaſtrous Day, | 
It is becauſe I wou'd not deal fo hardly, | 
ſe To give thee Sighs for all thy faithful Vows, 
And pay thy Tenderneſs with nought but Tears. 
And yet 'tis all I have. 
Gurl. I ask no more; 
Let me but call thee mine, confirm that Hope, 
To charm the Doubts which vex my anxious Soul; 
For all the reſt, do thou allot it for me, 
And at thy Pleaſure portion out my Bleſſings. 
My Eyes. ſhall learn to ſmile or weep from thine, 
Nor will I think of Joy while thow art fad. 
Nay, could'ſt thou be ſo cruel to command it, 
Iwill forgo a Bridegroom's facred Right, 
And ſleep far from thee, on th* unwholſome Earth, 
Where Damps ariſe, and whiſtling Winds blow loud. 
Then, when the Day * come drooping to thee, 
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My Looks ſtill drizzling with the Dews of Night, 
And chear my Heart with thee as with the Morning. 
L. J. G. Say, Wo't thou conſecrate the Night to Sorrow, 
And give up ev'ry Senſe to ſolemn Sadneſs? 28 
Wo't thou, in wr uy waſte the tedious Hours, 
Sit filently and careful by my Side, 
L. iſt to the tolling Clocks, the Cricket's Cry, 
And ev'ry melancholy Midnight Noiſe ? 
Say, Wo't thou baniſh Pleaſure and Delight? 
o't thou forget that ever we have lov'd, 
And only now and then let fall a Tear, 8 
To mourn for Edward's Loſs, and England's Fate? 
Gui. Unweary'd ſtill I will attend thy Woes, ' 
And be a very faithful Partner to thee. 
Near thee I will complain in Sighs as numberleſs, 
As Murmurs breathing in the leafy Grove: 
My Eycs ſhall mix their falling Drops with thine, 
Conſtant, as never-ceaſing Waters roll, 
That purl and gurgle o'er their Sands for ever. 
The Sun ſhall ſee my Grief, thro? all his Courſe z 
And when Night comes, ſad Phi/ome/, who plains 
From ſtarry Veſper to the roſy Dawn, 
Shall ceaſe to tune her lamentable Song, . 
E'er I give o'er to weep and mourn with thee. - 
L. J. Gray. Here then I take thee to — Heart ſor ever, 
: [ iving her Hand. 
The dear Companion of my future Days : 
Whatever Providence allots for each, 
Be that the common Portion of us both: 
Share all the Griefs of thy unhappy Jane; 
But if good Heav'n have any Joy in Store, 
Let that be all thy own. 
Guil. Thou Ty Goodneſs! 


Heav'n gives too mach at once in giving thee. 
And by the common Courſe of things below, 
Where each Delight is temper'd with Affliction, 
Som: Evil terrible and unforeſeen . 
Muſt ſure enſue, ty iſe the Scale agai 

'L his vaſt Profuſion of exceeding P 
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But be it ſo, let it be Death and Ruin, 
On any Terms I take thee. TR 
— L. J. Cray. Truſt our Fate | 
. To him whoſe gracious Wiſdom guides our Ways, 
And makes what we think Evil turn to Good. 
Permit me now to leave thee and retire; 
I'll ſummon all my Reaſon and my Duty, 
To ſooth this Storm within, and frame my Heart 
To yield Obedience to my noble Parents. 
Gail. Good Angels miniſter their Comforts to thee. 
And, Oh! If, as my fond Belief wou'd hope, 
If any Word of mine be gracious to thee, 
beg thee, I conjure thee, drive away 
Thoſe murd'rous Thoughts of Grief that kill thy Quiet. 
Reſtore thy gentle Boſom's native Peace, 1 
Lift up the Light of Gladneſs in thy Eyes, | 
And chear my Heavineſs with one dear Smile. 4 
L. J. Gray. Ves, Guilford, I will ſtudy to forget | 
All that the Royal Edward has been to me, { 
How we have lov'd, ev'n from our very Cradles. 
My private Loſs no longer will J mourn, 
But ev'ry tender Thought to thee ſhall turn. ] 
With Patience I'll ſubmit to Heav'n's-Decree, I 
And what I loſt in Edward, find in thee. | 
* But Oh! when I revolvewhat Ruins wait | 
Wa: Our ſinking Altars, and the falling State : 
When I conſider what my Native Land 
Expected from her pious Sov'reign's Hand; 
How form'd he was to fave her from Dittreſs, 
A King to govern, and a Saint to bleſs : 
New Sorrow to my lab'ring Breaſt ſucceeds, 
And my whole Heart for wretched Eng/and bleeds. 
; [Exit Lady Janet GRay. 
Cuil. My Heart finks in me, at her ſoft complaining, 
And ev'ry moving Accent that ſhe breathes, 
Reſolves my Courage, ſlackens my tough Nerves, 
And melts me down to Infancy and Tears. 
My Fancy palls, and takes Diltaſte at Pleaſure ; 
My Soul grows out of Tune, it loaths the World, 
But Sickens at all the Noiſe and Folly of it; 
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And I cou'd fit me down in ſome dull Sade, 
Where lonely Contemplation keeps her Cave, - 

And dwells with hoary Hermits ; there forget my ſelf, 
There fix my ſtupid Eyes upon the Earth, ty 
And muſe away an Age in deepeſt Melancholy. 


Enter Pembroke. 


Pen. Edward is dead; ſo ſaid the Great Northumber/and, 


As now he ſhot along by me in haſte. 

He preſs'd my Hand, and in a Whiſper begg'd me 
To guard the Secret carefully as Life, 

Till ſome few Hours ſhou'd paſs; for much hung oni t. 
Much may indeed hang on it. See my Guilford / 

My Friend! [Speaking to him. 

Guil, Ha! Pembroke ! [Starting. 
Pen. Wherefore doſt thou ſtart ? 

Why fits that wild Diſorder on thy Viſage, 
Somewhat that looks like Paſſions ſtrange to thee, 
The Paleneſs of Surprize and ghaſtly Fear ? 

Since I have known thee firſt, and call'd thee Friend, 
I never ſaw thee ſo unlike thy ſelf, 

So chang'd upon a ſudden. 

Gail. How! So chang'd !' 

Pem. So to my Eye thou ſeem'ſt. 

Gail. The King is dead. 

Pen. I learn'd it from thy Father, 

Juſt as I enter'd here. But ſay, Cou'd that, 
A Fate which ev'ry Moment we expected, 
Diſtract thy Thought, or ſhock thy Temper thus? 

Guil. Oh, Pembroke ! Tis in vain to hide from thee 5 
For thou haſt look'd into my artleſs Boſom, | 
And ſeen at once the Hurry of my Soul. 
"Tis true, thy coming ſtruck me with Surprize. 
I have a Thought Zut wherefore ſaid I 
J have a Thouſand Thoughts all up in Arms, 
Like pop'lous Towns diſturb'd at Dead of Night, 
That mix'd in Darkneſs, buſtle to and fro, 

As if their Buſineſs were to make Confuſion. 


- 


Pen. 
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Pem. Then ſure our better Angels call'd me hither; 
For this is Friendſhip's Hour, and Friendſhip's Office, 
To come when Counſel and when Help is wanting, 
To ſhare«the Pain of ev'ry gnawing Care, 
To ſpeak of Comfort in the Time of Trouble, 
To reach a Hand, and fave thee from Adverſity. 
Guil. And wo't thou be a Friend to me indeed? 
14 And while I lay my Boſom bare before thee, 
' WH Wo't thou deal tenderly, and let thy Hand 
Raſs gently over ev'ry painful Part ? | 
Wo't thou with Patience hear, and judge with Temper? F 
t. And if perchance thou meet with ſomewhat harſh, 
6 Somewhat to rouze thy Rage, and grate thy Soul, 
im, Wo't thou be Maſter of thy ſelf, and bear it? 
ing. Pem. Away with all this needleſs Preparation. 
Thou know'ſ thou art ſo dear, ſo ſacred to me, 
That I can never think thee an Offender. 
If it were ſo, that I indeed muſt judge thee, 
I ſhou'd take our with thee againſt my ſelf, 
And call thy Fault a Virtue. 
Guil. But ſuppoſe 
The Thought were ſomewhat that concern'd our Love: 
Pem. No more; thou know'ſt we Ld ny of that to-day, 
And on what Terms we left it, "Tis a Subject, 
Of which, if poſſible, I wou'd not think. 
I beg that we may mention it no more. 
Guil. Can we not ſpeak of it with Temper ? 


Pem. No. | a 
Thou know'ſt I cannot. Therefore, prithee N it. 
ce, ſleep, 


es Guil. Oh! Cou'd the Secret, I wou'd tell 
| And the World never know it, my fond 8 
Shou'd ceaſe from ſpeaking, e' er I wou d unfo 
Or vex thy Peace with an officious Tale. 
But ſince, howe'er ungrateful to thy Ear, 
It muſt be told thee once, hear it from me. | 
Pen. Speak then, and eaſe the Doubts that ſhock my Soul, 
Gui, ſe thy Guilford's better Stars prevath, 
And crown his Love. | bin | 
Pem. Say not, Suppoſe: Tis done. 
Seek not for vain Excuſe, or ſoft' ning Words ; 
W B 5 ' Thou 


ne 
d it, 
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By umder-hand Contrivances undone me; 
And while my open Nature truſted in thee, _ 
Thou haſt ſtepp'd in between me and my Hopes, | 
And raviſh'd from me all my Soul held dear. 
Thou haſt betray'd me 5 | 

Cuil. How |! betray'd thee, Pembroke ? 

Pem. Yes, falſly, like a Traytor. 

Guil. Have a care. aq {af ye | 

Pem. But think not I will bear the foul Play from thee) 
There was but this which I cou'd ne'er forgive, 
My Soul is up in Arms, my injur'd Honour, 
Impatient of the Wrong, calls for Revenge; 


And tho' I lov'd thee fondly co 


Cuil. Hear me yet, 5 
And Pembroke ſhall acquit me to himſelf. 
Hear, while I tell how Fortune dealt between us, 

And gave the yielding Beauty to my Arms. 

Pem. What, hear it! Stand and liſten to thy Triumph! 
Thou think'ſt me tame indeed. No, hold, I charge thee, 
Left J forget that ever we were Friends, 

Leſt_in the Rage of diſappointed Love, 
I ruſh at once and tear — for thy Falſhood. 
*Gail. Thou warn'ſt me well; I were raſh, as thou art; 
To truſt the fecret Sum of all my Happineſs, 
With one not Maſter of himſelf. Farewell.  [Going. 

Pem. Ha! art thou going ? Think not thus to part, 
Nor leave me on the Rack of this Incertainty. 

Gui]. What would'ſt thou further? 

Pem. Tell it to me all. L | 
Say thou art marry'd, ſay thou haſt poſſeſs'd her, 

And rioted in vaſt Exceſs of Bliſs ; ; 
That I may curſe my ſelf, and thee, and her. 

Come, tell me how thou didſt ſupplant thy Friend? 
How didft thou look wtih that betraying Face, 
And ſmiling, plot my Ruin? 

Guil. Give me Way. | 
When thou art better temper'd, I may tell thee, 
And vindicate at full my Love and Friendſhip. 


Pa. 
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Pem And doſt thou hope to ſhun me then, thou Traytor ! 
No, I will have it now, this Moment from thee, 
Or drag the Secret out from thy falſe Heart. 

Guil. Away, thou Madman ! I wou'd talk to Winds, 
And reaſon with the rude tempeſtuous Surge, 
Seoner_than hold Diſcourſe with Rage like thine. 

Pem. Tell it, or by my injur'd Love I ſwear, 

[£49 ing bis Hand upon his Sword. 

Tl! ſtab the lurking Treaſon in thy Heart. 

Guil, Ha! Stay thee there; nor let thy frantick Hand 


Unſhetth thy Weapon. If the Sword be drawn; 
If once we meet on Terms like thoſe, farewell 
To ev'ry Thought of Friendſhip ; one muſt fall. 
Pem. Curſe on thy Friendſhip, I wou'd break the Band. 
Guil. That as you pleaſe———Befide, this Place is facred, 
And wo'not be profan'd with Brawls and Outrage. 
You know, I dare be found on any Summons. 
Pem. "Tis well. My Vengeance ſhall not loiter long. 
Henceforward let the Thoughts of our paſt Lives 
Be turn'd to deadly and remorſeleſs Hate. 
Here I give up the empty Name of Friend, 
Renounce all Gentleneſs, all Commerce with thee, 
To Death defy thee as my mortal Foe; 
And when we meet again, may ſwift Deſtruction 
Rid me of thee, or rid me of my ſelf. [Exit Pembroke, 
Guil. The Fate I ever fear'd, is fall'n upon me; 
And long ago my boding Heart divin'd 
A 3 Fike this, from his ungovern'd Rage. 
Oh, Pembroke ! Thou haſt done me much Injuſtice, 
For I have born thee true unfeign'd Affection. 
"Tis paſt, and thou art loſt to me for ever. 
Love is, or ought to be, our greateſt Bliſs; 
Since ev'ry other Joy, how dear ſoever, 
Gives way to that, and we leave all for Love. 
At the imperious Tyrant's lordly Call, 
In, ſpite of Reaſon and Reſtraint we come, 
Leave Kindred, Parents, and our native Home. 


- 
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The trembling Maid, with all her Fears, he charms, 
And pulls her from her weeping Mother's Arms. 
He laughs at all our and in proud Scorn 
Commands the Bands of Friendſhip to be torn; 
Diſdains a Partner ſhou'd partake his Throne, 
But reigns unbounded, lawleſs, and alone. —- {Exit.: 


The END of the SE cond ACT. 
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ScENe,-The Tower. 
Enter PEN AAoE E and Gan 


Car. TAY, by the Rood; my Lord, you were to blame, 
To let a Hair-brain'd Paſſion be your Guide, 

And hurry you into ſuch mad Extremes. . 

Marry, you might have made much worthy Profit, 

By patient hearing; the unthinking Lord 

Had brought forth ev'ry Secret of his Soul. | 

Then when you were the Maſter of his Boſom, 

That were the Time to uſe him with Contempt, 

And turn his Friendſhip back upon his Hands. 

Pem. Thou talk'ſt as if a Ma cou'd be wiſe. 

Oh, Winchefter ! Thy hoary frozen Age 

Can never gueſs my Pain; can never know 

The burning Tranſports of untam'd Deſire. 

| tell thee, 5 1 to that one Bliſs, 

To the Enjoyment of that lovely Maid, 

à to their Centre, I had drawn each Hope, 

And ev'ry Wiſh my furious Soul cou'd form ; 

Still with Regard to that my Brain forethought, 

And faſhion'd ev'ry Action of my Life. 

Then, to be robb'd at once, and unſuſpectin 

be daſh'd in all the Height of Expectation 

I was not to be born. 
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Gar. Have you not heard of what has 1 1a ſince ? 

Pem. I have not had a Minute's Peace of Mind, 

A Moment's Pauſe, to reſt from Rage, or think. 

Gar. Learn it from me then: But c'er I ſpeak, 

I warn you to be Maſter of your ſelf. | "_ 

Though, as you know, they have confin'd me long, 
8, Pris'ner here; | 

Yet as T am allow'd to walk at large : 

Within the Tower, and hold free 2 with any, 

J have not dreamt away my thoughtleſs Hours, 

Without good Heed to theſe aur righteous Rulers. - 

To prove this true, this Morn a truſty Spy 


| Has brought me Word, that yeſter Ev'ning late, 
In ſpite of all the Grief for Edward's Death, 


Your Friends were marry'd. 
Pem. Marry'd! Who ?—— Damnation! & 
Gar. Bord Guilford Dudley, and the Lady JA NK. 
Pim. Curſe on my Stars! 
Gar. ay, in the Name of Grace, + 
Reftrain this finful Paſſion ; all's not loſt 
In this one fingle Woman. . 
Pem. I have loft a ' 5 
More than the Female World can give me back. 
J had beheld ev'n her whole Sex, unmov'd, 


Look d o'er em, like a Bed of gaudy Flowers, 4 | | 


That lift their painted Heads, and live a Day, 
Then ſhed their trifling Glories unregarded : + 


My Heart diſdain'd their Beauties, till the came, 


ith ev'ry Grace that Nature's Hand cou'd give, 
And with a Mind ſo great, it ſpoke its Eſſence 
Immortal and Divine, T 

Gar. She was a Wonder ; 
Detraction muſt allow that. 

Pem. The Virtues came, | 
Sorted in gentle Fellowſhip, to crown her, 
As if they meant to mend each other's Work. 
Candour with Goodneſs, Fortitude with Sweetneſa, 
Strict Piety, and Love of Truth, with Learning, 
More than the Schools of Athens ever knew, 
Or her own Plate taught. A Wonder! Wincheſter F 2 


- 
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e! Thou know'ſt not what ſhe was, nor can I ſpeak her, 
More than to ſay, She was that only Bleſſing _ _ 
My Soul was ſet upon, and I have loſt her. A 
Gar. Your State is not ſo bad as you wou'd make it 
Nor need you thus abandon ev'ry Hope. & 
Pem. Ha! Wo't thou fave me, faatch me Bom Deſpair, 
And bid me live again? | : ths $1 
Gar. She may be yours. 


Suppoſe her Husband die. 

Pem. O vain, vain Hope! | 
- Gar. „I do not hold that Hope ſo vain, 8 
Theſe Goſpellers have had their Golden Days, z 
And lorded it at Will; with proud Deſpite, 0 


Have trodden down our Holy Roman Faith, | 

Ranſack d our Shrines, and driv'n her Saints to Exile. 

But if my Divination fail me not, R 

Their haughty Hearts ſhall be abas'd e'er long, 

And el the engeance * Mary's Reign. * 
Pem. And would'ſt thou have my fierce Impatience 

Bid me lie bound upon a Rack, — wait ay? 

For diſtant Joys, whole Ages yet behind ? 

Can Love attend on Politicians Schemes, 

Expect the ſlow Events of cautious Counſels, 

Cold unreſolving Heads, and creeping Time? 
Gar. To-day, or I am ill-inform'd, Northumber/and, 

With eaſy Safo/k, Guilford, and the reſt, 

Meet here in Council on ſome deep Deſign, 

Some traitorous Contrivance, to protect 

Their Upſtart Faith from near approaching Ruin. 

But there are Puniſhments Halters and Axes 

For Traytors, and conſuming Flames for Hereticks. 


The happy Bridegroom may be yet cut ſhort, 
Ev'n in bb kighe Ho — ths = o not you; 
Howe'er the fawning Sire, old Dudley, court you, 
No, by the Holy Rood, I charge you, mix not 6. 
With their pernicious Counſels.Miſchief waits em, 
Sure, certain, unavoidable Deſtruction. 

Pem. Ha! join with them! the curſed Dudley's Race! 
Who, while they held me in their Arms, betray'd me; 


* Scorn'd me for not ſuſpecting they were Villains, 
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And make a Mock ry of my eaſy Friendfhip. j 
No; when T do, Diſhonour be my Portion, | 
And ſwift Perdition catch me Join with them! 
© Gar. I wow'd not have you Hie you to the City, 
And join with thoſe who love our ancient Faith. 

Gather your Friends: about you, and be ready 

J aſſert our zealous Mary's Royal Title. 

And doubt not but her grateful- Hand ſhall give you 

To ſee your Soul's Defire upon your Enemies. 

The Church ſhall pour her ample Treaſures forth too, 
And pay you with ten thouſand Years of Pardon. 


Pem. Noz —— Bleſſin gs back, and give me Ven- 


Give me to tell that ſoft Deceiver, Guilford, fgeance, 
Thus, Traytor, haſt thou done, thus haſt thou wrong'd me, 
And thus thy Treaſon finds a juſt Reward. 
Gar. But ſoft! no more! the Lords o'th* Council come. 
Ha! by the Maſs, the Bride and Bridegroom too! 
Retire with me, my Lord; we muſt not meet em. 
Pm. "Tis they themſelves, the curſed happy Pair! 
Haſte, Winc hefter, haſte! let us fly for ever, | 
And drive her from my very Thoughts, if poſſible. 
Oh! Love, what have I loſt !— Oh ! Reverend Lord! 
Pity this fond, this fooliſh Weakneſs in me! 
Methinks, I go like our firſt wretched Father, 
When from his bliſsful Garden he was driven: 
Like me he went deſpairing, and like me, 
Thus at the Gate ſtopt ſhort for one laſt View; 
Then with the chearleſs Partner of his Woe, 
He turn'd him to the World that lay below : 
There, for his Eden's happy Plains, beheld 
A barren, wild, uncomfortable Field ; 
He ſaw 'twas vain the Ruin to deplore, 
He try'd to give the ſad Remembrance o'er ; 
The ſad Remembrance till return'd again, 
And his loſt Paradiſe renew'd his Pain. 


[Exeunt Pembroke and Gardiner 
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Enter Lord Guilford, and Lady Jans. © 


Guil. What ſhall I ſay to thee ! What Pow'r Divine 
Will teach my Tongue to tell thee what J feel? * 
To pour the Tranſports of my Boſom forth, 
And make thee Partner of the Joy dwells there ? 
For thou art comfortleſs, full ffliction, 
Heavy of Heart as the forſaken Widow, 
And deſolate as Orphans. Oh, my Fair-One 
Thy Edward ſhines amongſt the brighteſt Stars, 
And yet thy Sorrows ſeek him in the Grave. 
L. J. Alas, my deareſt Lord! a thouſand Griefs 
Beſet my anxious Heart; and yet, as if 
The Burthen were too little, I have added | 
The Weight of all thy Cares; and like the Miſer, 
Increaſe of Wealth has made me but more wretched. 
The Morning Light ſeems not to riſe as uſual, 
It dawns not to me, like my Virgin Days, 
But brings new Thoughts and other Fears upon me: 
1 tremble, and my anxious Heart is pain'd, | 
Leſt ought but Good ſhou'd — to my Guilford. 
Guil. Nothing but Good can happen to thy Guilford, 
While thou art by his Side, his better Angel, | 
His Bleſſing and his Guard. 
L. F. Gray. Why came we hither ? 
Why was I drawn to this ef 
This Tower, ſo often ſtain'd with Royal Blood? \ 
Here the Fourth Edward's helpleſs Sons were murder'd, 
And pious Henry fell by ruthleſs Clou tor: 
Is this the Place allotted for rejoicing ? | 
The Bower adorn'd to keep her Nuptial Feaſt in? 
Methinks Suſpicion and Diſtruſt dwell here, 
Staring with meagre Forms thro' grated Windows; 
Death lurks within, and unrelenting Puniſhment : 
Without, grim Danger, Fear, and Power 
Sit on the rude old Tow'rs, and Gothick Battlements : 
While Horror overlooks the dreadful Wall, 
And frowtis on all around. | 


cui. 
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Guil. In Safety here, | b ä 

The Lords o'th' Counci have this Morn decreed 
To meet, and with united Care ſupport _. 
Fhe feeble tottering State. To thee, my Princeſs, 
Whoſe Royal Veins are rich in Henry's Blood, 
With one Conſent the nobleſt Heads are bow'd; 
From thee they ask a Sanction to their Counſels, 
And from thy healing Hand expect a Cure, 
For England's Loſs in Edward. j 

L. J. Gray. How ! from me! N 
Alas, my Lord l But ſure, thou mean'it to mock me? 

' Gail. No, by the Love my faithful Heart is full of! 
But ſee, thy Mother, gracious S ft, comes 
To intercept my Story : She ſhall tell thee; 
For in her Lad I read the lab'ring Thought, 
What vaſt Event thy Fate is now diſcloſing. 


Enter the Dutcheſs of Suffolk. 


D. Sf. No more complain, indulge thy Tears no mor, 
Thy row Grief has giv'n the Grave its Due: 
Let thy Heart kindle with the higheſt Hopes; 
5 thy Boſom, let thy Soul enlarg'd 
Make room-to entertain the coming Glory ; 
For Majeſty and Purple Greatneſs court thee, 
Homage and low Subjection wait: A Crown, 
That makes the Princes of the Earth like Gods ; 
A Crown, my Daughter, Eng/and's Crown attends, 
To bind thy Brows with its Twperial Wreath, 
L. J. Amazement chills myVeins! What ſays my Mother! 
D. Sz. Tis Heav'n's Decree ; for our expiring Edwari, 
When now, — ſtruggling to his native Skies, 
Ev'n on the Verge of Heav'n, in ſight of Angels, 
That hover'd round to waft him to the Stars, 


Ew'n then dechar'd my IAN E his Succeſſor. 


* 


Riſe in my Way, and intercept my 


L. J. G. Cou'd Edward do this? Cou'd the dying Saint 
Bequeath his Crown to me ? Oh, fatal Bounty ! 
To me! But 'tis impoſſible! We dream. 
A thouſand and a thouſand Bars oppoſe me, 
allage. 
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Ev'n you, my 1 Mother, what muſt you be, 
E' Queen ? - 
* F. That, and that only, 
Thy 3 3 fonder of that tender Name, 
Than all the proud Additions Pow'r can give. 
Yes, I will 7 up. all my Share of Greatneſs, 
And live in Obſcurity for ever, | 
To ſee thee rais'd, thou Darling of 'my Heart, 
And fix d upon a Throne. But ſee! A Father, 
me with all the Council, come 
y their vow'd Allegiance at thy Feet, 
* and call thee — | 
bs 7 Gray. Support me, . Guilford ; 
Give me thy Aid: Stay thou my fainting Soul, 
_ help me to repreſs this growing Danger. 


Enter Suffolk, Northumberland, Lords, and eee? of the 
Privy Council. ; 


North. Hail, ſacred Princeſs! ſprung from ancient it Das 
Our Ex land's deareſt Hope, undoubted Off- ſpring 1 
Of York and Lancaſter's united Line; | 
By whoſe bright Zeal, by whoſe victorious Faith, 
Cures — fine 'd around, our pure Religion, 
That Lamp of Truth which ſhines upon our Altars, 
Shall lift its golden Head, and flourith long 
Beneath whoſe awful Rule, and righteous Sceptre, - 
The plenteous Years ſhall roll in _ Succeſſion. 
Law ſhall prevail, and ancient 22 t take place, 
Fair Liberty ſhall lift her chearful | 
Fearleſs of Tyranny and proud — OS 
No fad Complaining in our Streets ſhall cry, 
But 2 12 be exercis'd in Mercy. 
Hail, Royal Jan! behold, we bend our * A 
The Pledge of Homage, and thy Lande — ; 
With humbleſt Duty us we kneel, and own Thee 
Our Lie N Lady, and our Queen. 
L. J. Gray. Oh, riſe 
wy ather, riſe | | [To Sul, 


A 
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And you, my Father, too! 7 North. Nor 

Riſe all, nor cover me with this Confuſion. {They ric. To 
| | 


What means this Mock, this maſquing Shew of 
Why do _ hang theſe Pageant Glories on me, 
And dreſs 


me up-in Honours not my own? en 

North. The ghee of our late great Maſter Henry In b 
Stand both by Law excluded from Succeſſion. The 
To make all firm, | . Aſſe 
And fix a Pow'r unqueſtion'd in your Hand, | 
award, by Will, bequeath'd his Crown to you; L 
And the concurring Lords in Council met, nc 
Have ratify'd the Gift. F 
L. J. Gray. Are Crowns and Empire, 5 In { 
The Government and Safety of Mankind, : Thi 
 Trifles of ſuch light Moment, to be left Is i 
Like ſome rich Toy, a Ring, or fancy'd Gem, Al 
The Pledge of parting Friends? Can Kings do thus, Wl: i 
And give away a People for a Legacy? Ani 
North. Forgive me, Pfincely Lady, if my Wonder 

. Seizes each Senſe, each Faculty of Mind, To 
' To ſee the utmoſt Wiſh the Great can form, To 
A Crown, thus coldly met: A Crown! which fli Th 
And left in Scern by you, ſhall ſoon be ſpught, An 
And find a joyful Wearer; one, perhaps, | 
Of Blood unkindred to your Royal Houſe, Tec 


33 — 
J. G. art now, artner ares? 
7 | Turning 7 Guilford 
Come to my Aid, and help to bear this Burthen: 
Oh! fave me from this Sorrow, this Misfortune, 
Which in the Shape of gorgeous Greatneſs comes 
I EP BAS — of me for ever. FR 
| vil. Thou weep'ſt my Queen, and hang'ft thy ] 
i Like nodding Poppies, — with the Rain, : (Head, 
That bow their weary Necks, and bend to Earth. 
? See, by thy Side, thy faithful Gzilford ſtands, 
Prepar'd to keep Diſtreſs and Danger from thee, 
To wear thy fcred Cauſe upon his Sword, | 
And war againſt the World in thy Defence. | 
- North. Oh! ſtay this inauſpicious Stream of Tears, - 


- 


And 
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\nd chear your People with one gracious Smile. 


th Nor comes your Fate in ſuch a dreadful Form, 
riſe. ro bid you ſhun it. Turn thoſe facred Eyes 
els! Non the bright Proſpect Empire ſpreads before you. 


Methinks I ſee — the Throne; 
geneath your Feet the Ki m's great De 
In bright Confuſion ſhine, Mitres and cel ig 
The various Ermin, and the glowing Purple: 
Afembled Senates wait with awful Bread. 
o firm _—_ high Commands, and make *em Fate. Ar. 
L. J. G. You turn to view the painted Side of Royalty, 
and cover all the Cares that lurk beneath. | 
sit, to be a Queen, to fit aloft, | 
In ſolemn, dull, uncomfortable State, 
The flatter'd Idol of a ſervile Court? 
Js it, to draw a pompous Train along, | 
A Pageant, for the wond'ring Crowd to gaze at? 
Is it, in Wantonneſs of Pow'r to reign, 
And make the World ſubſervient to my Pleaſure? 
Is it not rather, to be greatly wretched, 
To watch, to toil, to take a facred Charge, 
To bend each Day before high Heaven, and own, 
This People haſt thou truſted to my Hand, 
And at my Hand, I know, thou ſhalt require em? 
Alas! Northumberland! My Father Iz it not 
To live a Life of Care, and when I die, | 
Have more to anſwer for before my Judge, 
Than any of my Subjects:? 
Dutc. Sz f. Ev'ry State 
Allotted to the Race of Man below, 
I, in proportion, doom'd to taſte ſome Sorrow. 
Nor is the Golden Wreath on a King's Brow 
Exempt from Care; and yet, Who wou'd not bear it? 
Think on the Monarchs of our Royal Race, 
They liv'd not for themſelves: How many Bleſſings, 
How many lifted Hands ſhall pay thy Toll, 
lf for thy People's Good thou happy borrow 
Some Portion from the Hours of Reſt, and wake 
To give the World Repoſe ! 


| SF. Behold, we ſtand upon the Brink of Ruin, 
s, 3 And 
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And only thou canſt ſave us. Perſecution,” 


That Fiend of Rome and Hell, prepares her Torture 


See where ſhe comes in Mary's Prieſtly Train! 
Still wo't thou doubt? till thou behold her ſtalk, - 

Red with the Blood of rs, and wide waſting 
O'er Englands Boſom? All the mourning Year - 
Our Towns ſhall glow with unextinguilh'd Fires; 
Our Youth on Racks ſhall ſtretch their crackling Bones; 
Our Babes ſhall ſprawl on conſecrated Spears; 
Matrons and Husbands, with their new-born Infants, 
Shall burn promiſcuous ; a continu'd Peal 
Of Lamentations, Groans, and Shrieks ſhall ſound 
Through all our purple Ways. 94 

Guil. Amidſt 1 Ruin, Ns 
Think thou behold'ſt thy Guilford's Head laid low, . 
— AAA ˙ ae” £07 

L. J. Gray. Oh! ſpare the dreadful Image ! 

Guil. Oh! wou'd the Miſery be bounded there, 
My Life were little ; but the Rage of Rome 
Demands whole Hecatombs, a Land of Victims. 
With Superſtition comes that other Fiend, 

That Bane of Peace, of Arts and Virtue, Tyranny ; 
That Foe to Juſtice, Scorner of all Law; 

That Beaſt, which thinks Mankind were born for One, 
And. made by Heav'n to be a Moniter's Prey; 

That heavieſt Curſe of proaning Nations, Tyranny. 
8 by her kindred Spain, be taught 

To bend our Necks beneath a Brazen Yoke, 

And rule o'er Wretches with an Iron Sceptre. 

L. J. Gray. Avert that Judgment, Heaven! 
Whate'er thy Providence allots for me, 

In Mercy ſpare my Country. 

Cuil. Oh, my Queen! 

oes not thy great, thy 7 Heart relent, 

To think this Land, for Liberty ſo fam'd, 

Shall have her Tow'ry Front at once laid low, 

And robb'd of all its Glory? Oh! my Country ! 
Oh] faireſt Albion, Empreſs of the Deep, 
How have thy nobleſt Sons with ſtubborn Valour 
Stood to the laſt, dy'd many a Field in Blood, 
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In dear of Birth- right and their Law! 
And ſhall thoſe Hands which fought the Cauſe of Freedom, 
Be manacled in baſe. unworthy Bonds? + 1:95 
Be tamely yielded up, the Spoil, the Slaves _ 
Of Hair- brain'd Zeal, and cruel Coward Prieſts ? 3 


I. J. Gray. Ves, my lov'd Lord, my Soul is mov 'd, like 
At ev'ry Danger which i invades our England ; (Eon 
My cold Heart kindles at the great Occaſion, 
And cou'd be more. than Man in her Defence. 
But where is my Commiſſion to redreſs ? | 
Or whence my Pow'r to ſave ? Can Edward's Will, 
Or Mea. met in Council, make a Queen ? 
Can you, my Lords, give me the Pow'r to canvaſs 
A doubtful Title with King Henry's Daughters? 
Where are the Rev'rend 8 Sages of the Law, 
To guide me with their Wiſdoms, and point out 
The Paths which Right and Jultice bid me tread ? 
North. The Judges all attend, and will at 0 
Reſolve your ev'ry Scruple. -, -  - 
L. F. Gray. They expound ; 
But where are thoſe, my Lord, who make the Law ? 
Where are the.ancient 'Ho nours of the Realm, 
The Nobles, with the Mitred Fathers join'd ? 
The wealthy Commons ſolemnly aſſembled? 
Where is that Voice of a conſenting People, 
To pledge the univerſal Faith with mine, 
And call me juſtly Queen? 
North. Nor ſhall that * 
Be wanting to your Wiſh: The Lords and Commons 
Shall, at your Royal Bidding, ſoon aſſemble, 
And with united omage own your Title. 
Delay not then to meet the general Wiſh, _. 
But be our Queen, be England's better Angel. 
Nor let miſtaken Piety betray you 
To join with cruel Mary in our Ruin : 
Her bloody Faith commands her to deltroy, 
And yours forbids to fave. 
Cuil. Our Foes, already 
High in their Hopes, — us all to Death : . 
The droniſh Monks, the Scorn and Shame of Manhood, 


Rouze 
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Rouze and prepare once more to take Poſſeſſion, 
To neſtle in- their ancient Hives again; | 
Again they furbiſh up their holy Tr. y 
Relicks, and Wooden Wonder-working Saints, 
Whole Loads of Lumber and religious Rubbiſh, 
In high Proceſſion mean to — em back, 
And place the Puppets in their Shrines again : 
While thoſe of keener Malice, ſavage Bonner, 
And deep-defigning Gard ner, dream of Vengeance; 
Devour the Blood of Innocents, in Hope ; 
Like Vultures, ſnuff the Slaughter in the Wind, 
And ſpeed their Flight to Havock and the Prey. 
Haſte then, and fave us, while *tis giv'n to fave 
- Your Country, your Religion. | 
North. Save your Friends! 
SuF. Your Father! 
Dutch. Sa F. Mother! 
Guil. Husband! 
L. J. Gray. Take me, crown me; N 
Inveſt me with this Royal Wretchedneſs ; 
Let me not know one happy Minute more. 
Let all my ſleepleſs Nights be ſpent in Care, 
My Days be vex'd with Tumults and Alarms ; 
If only I can fave you, if my Fate 
Has mark'd me out to be the publick Victim, 
J take the Lot with Joy. Yes, I will die 
For that eternal Truth my Faith is fix'd on. 
And that dear native Land which gave me Birth. 
Guil. Wake ev'ry tuneful Inſtrument to tell it, 
And let the Trumpet's ſprightly Note proclaim 


My JAN is England's Queen ! Let the loud Cannon | 


In Peals of Thunder ſpeak it to Auguſta. 

Imperial Thames, catch thou the ſacred Sound, 

And roll it to the ſubje& Ocean down : 

Tell the old Deep, and all thy Brother Floods, 

My Jane is Empreſs of the watry World! 

Now with glad Fires our bloodleſs Streets ſhall ſhine; 
With Cries of Joy our chearful Ways ſhall ring; 
Thy Name ſhall eccho thro' the reſcu'd Ile, | 
And reach applauding Heaven ! 
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G. Oh, Guilford ! What do we give up for G a N 
For d lory ! That's a Toy I wou'@ not + ria 11 
An idle, empty Bubble. But for E 2 $43, 
What muſt we * for that ! Ale Rm 
Has fore d this hard Exchange upon my 1 
Let gracious Heaven allow me one 41 Th; 
For that bleſt Peace in which I once did in * a 
For Books, Retirement, and N S ir xn 
For all thoſe Joys'm y happier Days did prove, 
For Plato, and his Academic Grove; 
All that J ask, is, Tho' my Fortune frown, 4 
And bury mg beneath this fatal Crown; 
Let that one Good be added to my Doom, 
To fave this Land from Tyranny and Rome. 


[Exeunt, 
% 


The END of the TAHIRD ACT. 
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With Diſappointment, Miſchief, and Defeat :' 


A. 


The 'Txacedy of. ': 


ACT IV. Scexz IJ. 
8e continues. q 


Enter PEMBROKE and GAR DINER. 


ny N an unlucky and accurſed Hour [berland, 
Set forth that Traytor Duke, that proud Northun- 
To draw his Sword upon the fide of Hereſy, 

And war againſt our Mary's Royal Right: 

IIl Fortune fly before, and pave his Way 


And thou, O holy Becket, the Protector, 
The Champion, and the Martyr of our Church, 
Appear, and once more own the Cauſe of Rome ; 
Beat down his Launce, break thou his Sword in Battel, 
And cover foul Rebellion with Confuſion. 

Pem. I ſaw him marching at his Army's Head; 
I mark'd him iſſuing through the City-Gate | 
In Harneſs all appointed, as he paſs'd; 
And (for he were his Bever up) cou'd read 
Upon his Viſage, Horror and Difmay. 
No Voice of friendly Salutation chear'd him, | 
None wiſh'd his Arms might thrive, or bad God-ſpeed him; 
1 through a ſtaring ghaſtly- looking Crowd, 

ahail'd, unbleſs'd, with heavy Heart he went: 


| : ? ; 
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if his Traytor Father's Haggard Ghoſt. 
And Somer, ++ freſh bleeding from the Axe, 
In either hand had uſher'd him to Ruin. | | | 
Gard. Nor ſhall the holy Vengeance loiter long. | 
t Farmingham in Suffolk lies the Queen, | 
ry, our pious Miſtreſs ; where each Da 


he Nobles of the Land, and ſwarming Populace © 
ather, and lift beneath her Royal Enſigns. 
he Fleet commanded by Sir Thomas Ferningham, 
Set out in warlike manner to oppoſe her, bas F ft 
ith one Conſent have join'd to own her Cauſez © 
he valiant S e, and Sir Edward Haſtings, f 
ith many more of Note, are up in Arms, 
and all declare for her. 
Pen. The Citizens, | | 
Who held the noble Samerſet right dear, 
Hate this aſpiring Dudley and his Race, 
and wou'd, upon the Inſtant, join Yoppolſe him 
ould we but draw ſome of the Lords o'th* Council 
ip 8 own the ſame Deſign, b 
1 ad bring the Rev'rend Sanction of Authority 
in. o lead em into Action. For that Purpoſe, 
Ss my as to 2 Erpel 1 — 3 | 
o learn what fit Expedient 
o win the wary Council to — | 
Say thou, whoſe Head is grown thus Silver-white, 
In Arts of Government, and Turns of State, 
ow may we blaſt our Enemies with Ruin, 
uud fink the curs'd Northumberland to Hell. 
Car. In happy Time be your whole Wiſh accompliſh'd; 
Since the proud Duke ſet out, I have had Conference, 
As fit Occaſion ſerv'd, with divers of em; 
The Earl of Arundel, Maſon, and Cheyney, 
Ind find em all diſpos'd as we cou'd ak. 
By Holy Mary, if I count aright, 
To-day the better Part ſhall leave this Place, 
nd meet at Baynard's-Caltle in the City; 
here own our Sovereign's Title, and 


ane and her 9 But hye you hence 
: 2 ; 


/ 


l, 


him; 


Ay 
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This Place is ſtill within our Foes Command. 
Their RS reigns here. 


—— 


Enter an Officer with a Guard. 
0. Seine on em both. 


N lou ſeize Pembroke and Gard 


My Lavid, you are a Pris'ner to the State. 
Pom. : Ha! By whoſe Order? | 
OF. By the Green s Command, 

Sign'd and deliver d by Lord Gui 12 e 
Pem. Curſe on his Traytor's 


Gard. Reſt you contented: ä 
You have loiter'd here too long ; but uſe your Patience 


'Theie Bonds ſhall-not be laſting. 

OF. As for you, Sir, [7 o Gardine: T. 

| "Tis the Queen's Pleaſure you be cloſe confin'd: / 
* , You've us d that fair Permiſſion was allow'd you, Ar 


To walk at large within the Tower; unwo! 1. 
You're noted for an over-buſy Medler, 
A ſecret Practicer againſt the State; . 
For which, henceforth your Limits ſhall be ſtraiter. 
Hence, to your Chamber 

Gard. Farewel, gentle Pembroke; . 
I truſt that we ſhall meet on blither Terms: 
Till then, amongſt 3 T will remember you, 
And give you to the Keeping of the Saints, 


[Exeunt Part of the Guards with Garde r. 

| Ti 

Pem. Now, whither muſt I go? Ol 

Of. This way, my Lord. ' [Going of 4 

0 

Enter Guilford. " 

Guil. Hold, Captain]! Eier you go, I have Wordorin Fo 
7 this your noble pagan 34s 
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OF. At your Pleaſure: ET NIE 
I know my Duty, and attend your Lordſhip. 

[The Officer and Guard retire to ib 
'. *» farther Part of the Stage. 

Guil. Ts all the Gentleneſs that was betwixt us 
So loſt, ſo ſwept away from thy Remembrance, 

Thou canſt not look upon me ? . 

Pem. Ha! not look - | N N 
What Terrors are there in the Dud/ey's Race, 

That Pembroke dares not look upon, and ſcorn? 
And yet, tis true, I wou'd not look upon theez _- 
Our Eyes avoid to look on what we hate, 
As well as what we fear. 
nee, G. You hate me, then : 
Pem. I do; and wiſh Perdition may o'ertake 
rdintg Thy Father, thy falſe Self, and thy whole Name. 
1 Guil, And yet, as ſure as Rage diſturbs thy Reaſon, 
And maſters all the noble Nature in thee, 
As ſure as thou haſt wrong'd me, I am come 
In Tenderneſs of Friendſhip to preſerve thee z 
To plant ev'n all the Pow'r I have before thee, 
|; And fence thee from Deſtruction with my Life. 
Pen. Friendſhip from thee ! But my juſt Soul diſdains thee. 
Hence! take the proſtituted Bauble back, | 
Hang it to grace ſome ſlavering Ideot's Neck, 
u, For none but Fools will prize the Tinſel Foy. 
But thou art come, perhaps, to vaunt thy Goeatncl, 
due And ſet thy purple Pomp to view before me; 
. To let me know that Guilford is a King, 
That he can ſpeak the Word, and give me Freedom. 
Oh! Short-liv'd Pageant! Had'ſt thou all the Pow'r 
ing of Which thy vain Soul wou'd graſp at, I wou'd die, 
| Rot in a Dungeon, e'er receive a Grace, 
The leaſt, the meaneſt Courteſy from thee. | 

Cuil. Oh, Pembroke ! But J have not time to talk, 
For Danger preſſes, Danger u 1 
lud ſecret as the Shaft re Night, 

3 | 
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Is aiming at thy Life. Captain, a Word! [To the Offiiy 
I take your Pris'ner to my proper Charge; 

Draw off your Guard, and leave his Sword with me. 


In, Officer delivers the Sword to Lord Gullul 
: and goes out with the Guard. 


LL. Guilford | offering the Sword to Pembrots 


Receive this Gift, ev'n from a Rival's Hand: 
And if fhy Rage will ſuffer thee to hear 
The Counſel of a Man once call'd thy Friend, 
Fly from this fatal Place, and ſeek thy Safety. 

Pem. How now! What Shew? what Mockery is thuf 
Ts it in Sport you uſe me thus? What means 
This eilt Fantaſtick changing of the Scene? | 
Sui. Oh! take thy Sword; and let thy valiant Hand 
Be ready arm'd to guard thy noble Life : 
The Time, the Danger, and the wild Impatienck, 
Forbid me all to enter into Speech with thee, 
Or I cou'd tell thee. tf en 
Pen. No, it needs not, 'Traytor ! 

Far all thy poor, thy little Arts are known. 
Thou fear'ſt my Vengeance, and art come to fawn, 
To make a Merit of that proffer'd Freedom, 
Which, in deſpite of thee, a Day ſhall give me. 
Nor can my Fate depend on, thee, falſe Guilford ; 
For know, to thy Confuſion, e'er the Sun | 
Twice gild the Eaft, our Royal Mary comes 
To end thy Pageant Reign, and ſet me free. 


Gail. Ungrateful and unjuſt! Haſt thou then known nf 


So little, to accuſe wy Heart of Fear? 
Haſt thou forgotten 1 wha Field? 
Did I then fear, when by thy Side I fought, 


And dy'd my maiden Sword in Scotriſb Blood? 

But this is Madneſs all. | &: | 
Pim. Give me my Sword. Taking bis Sumi 

Perhaps indeed, I thee. Thou haſt thought; 

And, ccnſcious of the Injury thou haſt done me, 
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Art come to proffer me a Soldier's Juſtice, _ ; 
And meet my Arm in ſingle Oppoſition. 
Lead then, and let me follow to the Field. 
Guil. Yes, Pembroke, thou ſhalt ſatisfy thy Vengeance 
And write thy bloody Purpoſe on my Boſom. | 
But let Death wait to-day. By our our pa aſt Friendſhip, 
In Honour's Name, by ev'ry ie, OY 
] beg thee ask no more, baſe — from hence. 
Pem. What myſtick Meaning lurks beneath thy Words ? 


What Fear is this, which thou would'ſtawe my Soul with? 


Is there a Danger Pembroke dares not meet ? 

Cuil. Oh! ſpare my Tongue a Tale of Guilt and Horror, 
Truſt me this once: Believe me, when I tell _ | 
Thy Safety and thy Life is all I ſeek, | 
Away ! 

Pem. By Heav'n! I wo'not ſtir a St 
Curſe on this ſhuffling, dark, ambiguous hraſe. 

If thou wou'd't have me think thou mean'lt me fairly, 
Speak with that Plainneſs Honeſty delights in, 


And let thy double Tongan! for once be true. 


. Gail. Forgive me, filial» Piety and-Nature, 

If, thus . d, K brea , 

Reveal my Father's Crime, and blot with Infamy. - 

The hoary Head of him who gave me Being, ** 

To ſave che Mar Man whom my Soul loves, from Dent, 

— Wn [Giging 4 Paper. . 

Read there the fatal Purpoſe of thy Foe, EFT 8 

AThought which wounds my Soul with Shame and Horror; 

Somewhat that Darkneſs ſhou'd have hid for ever, | 

But that thy Life Say, haſt thou ſeen that Character? 
Pen. I know it well; the Hand of proud Northumbir/apd, 

Directed to his Minions, Gates and Patmer. 

What's this 7 


[Reads. 


Remember, with your cleſeſ Care, to hy wp theſe eubom I 
nam d to you at fartingy eſpecial! your E e upon 
*be Earl of Pembroke; as bis Power and Trier ars 

C 4 mf 
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k your ſacred Laws, . 
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_ moſt confiderable, ſo bis Oppoſition tvill be moſt fatabn 
. _ the 1 taken, if you ſbouli 
find him inclin'd to our Enemies. The Forms of Tuffice 
are tedious, and Delays are dangerous. If be falter, 
Hoſe not the fight of hin till your Daggers have reach 
bis Heart. 18 


My Heart! Oh, murd'rous Villain! 
Gui. Since he parted, "35, 
Thy Ways have all been watch'd, thy Steps been mark'd; 
Thy ſecret Treaties with the Malecontents 
That harbour in the City, thy r 11%, | 
With Gardner here in Tower ; all is known: 
And, in purſnance of that bloody Mandate, 
A Set of choſen Ruffians wait to end thee. 
There was but one Way left me to preſerve thee: 
T took it; and this Morning ſent my Warrant 
To ſeize upon thy Perſon But be gone 
Pen. Tis ſo.— tis Truth J fee his honeſt Heart 
Guil. J have a Friend of well-try'd Faith and Courage, 
Who with a fit Diſguiſe, and Arms conceal'd, 
Attends without to guide thee hence in Safety. | 
Pen. What is Northumberland ? And what art thou? 
Guil/, Waſte not the Time. Away! 
Pen. Here let me fix, | | 
And gaze with everlaſting Wonder on thee. 
What is there good or excellent in Man, 
TDuhhat is not found in thee? Thy Virtues flaſh, 
0p break at once on my aſtoniſh'd Soul ; 
_ "As if the Curtains of the Dark were drawn, 
. To let in Day at Midnight. hrs 
Guil. Think me true; 

And tho' Ill-fortune croſs'd upon our Friendſhip 
Pem.Curſe on our Fortune !--Think!--I know thee honel. 
Guil. For ever I cou'd hear thee—— but thy Life 

Oh, Pembroke / linger not 

Pen. And can I leave thee - 
Eber L have claſp'd thee in my eager Arms, 

And giv'n thee back my fad repenting Heart? 
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Believe me, Guilford, like the Patriarch's Dove, | 
OO  - [Entracing. 
It wander'd forth, but found no Reſting- place, 
Till it came home again. to lodge with thee. | 
Gail. What is there that my Soul can more deſire, 
Than theſe dear Marks of thy returning Friendſhip ? - * 
The Danger comes If you ſtay longer here, 
You die, my Pembroke. ; 
Pem. Let me ſtay and die; 
For if I go, Igo to work thy Ruin. 1 
Thou know'ſt not what a Foe thou ſend'ſt me forth, 
That I have ſworn Deſtruction to the Queen, 
And pledg'd my Faith to Mary and her Cauſe: 


My Honeur is at ſtake. 


* 


Guil. I know is given. 1 3 
But go——the ſtronger thy En t's there, 
The mann thy Danger here. There is a Power 


Who ſits above the Stars; in him I truſt : 

All that T have his bounteous Hand beſtow'd ; 

And he that | by it, can preſerve it to me. 

If his o'er-ruling Will ordains my Ruin, 

What is there more, but to fall down before him, 

And humbly yield Obedience Fly ze gone! 
Pem. Yes, I will go for ſee! Behold who comes! 

Oh, Guilford ] hide me, ſhield me from her Sight; 

Ev'ry mad Paſſion kindles up again, g 7 

Love, Rage, Deſpair and yet I will be Maſter 

I will remember thee Oh, my torn. Heart! 

I have a thouſand thouſand things to fay, 

But cannot, dare not ſtay to look on her. 

Thus gloomy Ghoſts, whene'er the breaking Morn 

Gives notice of the chearful Sun's Return, | 

Fade at the Light, with Horror ſtand d, 

And ſhrink before the Purple - dawning Eaſt; 

Swift with the fleeting Shades they wing their Way, 

And dread the Brightneſs of the riſing Day. 


[Exeunt Guilford: and Pembroke: | 
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Enter Lady JA x E, reading. 
I.. J. Gray. © Tis falſe ! The thinking Soul is ſomewhat 
% Than Symetry of Atoms well diſpos'd, (more 

« The Harmony of Matter. Farewel elſe 

The Hope of all hereafter, that new Life, 

1% That ſeparate Intellect, which muſt ſurvive, _ 

When this fine Frame is moulder'd into Duſt, . 


Enter Guilford, _ 
Cuil. What read'ſt thou there, my Queen? 
L. J. Gray. Tis Plato's Phedon ; Fore 
Where dying Socrates takes leave of Life, 7 | 
With ſuch an eaſy, careleſs, calm Indifference, 
As if the Trifle were of no account, | 
Mean in itſelf, and. only to be worn 
In honour of the Giver. 228 
Guil. Shall thy Soul | 
Still ſcorn the World, ſtill fly the Joys that court 
Thy blooming Beauty, and thy tender Youth ? 
Still, ſhall ſhe ſoar en Chntemplation's Wing, 
And mix with nothing meaner than the Stars; 
As Heaven and Immortality alone MIX ty 
Were Objects worthy to employ her Faculties? 
L. J. Gray. Bate but thy Truth, what is there here below 
- Deſerves the leaſt Regard ? Is it not time 
Jo bid our Souls look out, explore hereafter, 
And ſeek ſome better ſure-abiding Place; | 
When all around our gathering Foes come on, 
40 drive, to ſweep us from this World at once? 
Guil. Does any Danger new. 5 4 
L. J. Gray. The faithleſs Counſello | 
re fle from hence, to join the Princeſs Mary. 
he ſervile Herd of Courtiers, who {þ late 
a low Obeiſance bent the Knee before me; 
Fhey, who with zealous Tongues and Hands uplifted, 
_ *4eſought me to defend their Laws and Faith; Yay 
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Vent their lewd Execrations on my Name, þ 

Proclaim me 'Trayt'reſs now, and to the Scaffold 

Doom my devoted Head. 
Guil. The changeling Villains! 

That pray for Slavery, Sight for their Bonds, 

And ſhun the Bleſſing, Liberty, like Ruin. 

What art thou, human Nature, to do thus ? 

Does Fear or F olly make thee, like the Indian, 

Fall down before thigdreadful Devil, Tyranny, 

And worſhip the Deſtroyer? | 

But wherefore do I joiter tamely here ? 

Give me my Arms: I will preſerve my Country, 

Ev'n in her own deſpite : Some Friends I have 

Who will or die or conquer in thy Cauſe, 

Thine and Religion's, thine and Eng/and's Cauſe. 
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L. F. Gray. Art thou not all my Frag 5 all my Guard? 


And wo't thou take from me the onl Joy, 
The laſt Defence is left me here below? 


Think not thy Arm can ſtem the driving Torrent,” 


Or fave a People, who with blinded Rage 
Urge their own Fate, and ſtrive to be undone. 
Northumberland, thy Father, is in Arms; 
And if it be in Valour to defend us, 


His Sword, that long has known the Wy to Cont, 


Shall be our ſureſt Safety. 


Enter the Duke of Suffolk. 


Sup. Oh! my Children! 
L. 7 N Alas! what means my Father? 
Suff. Oh ! my Son, 
Thy Father, ra Northumberland, on whom 
Our deareſt Hopes were built.ommm—_— - 
Guil. Ha! What of him? 
SuF. Is Loſt! Betray'd! 


His Army, onward as g march'd, ſhrunk from him, 


Moulder'd aw way: and melted by his Side; 
Like falling ail thick ſtrewn upon the Ground, 


Which, c'er we can eſſay to count, is vaniſh'd. 


* 


Wich 
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With ſome few Followers he arriv'd at Cambridge 3- rey 


But there-ev'n they forſook him; and himſelf 


Was forc'd, with heavy Heart and watry Eye, 


To caſt his Cap up, with difſembled Cher, j 
And cry, God fave Queen Mary. But alas! 7 
Little avail'd the ce of that Loyalty: 


For ſoon thereafter, by the Earl of Arundel, SY 
With Treaſon was he charg'd, and there arreſted ; 
And now he brings him Pris'ner u 7 London. 

L. J. Gray. Then there's an End of Greatneſs : The vain 


Of Empire, and a Crown, that danc'd before me, (Dream 


With all thoſe unſubſtantial empty Forms, 
Waiting in idle Mockery around us; 


The gaudy Maſque, tedious, and nothing meaning, 


Is vaniſh'd all at once Why, fare it well. 


« Gail. And canſt thou bear this ſudden Turn of Fate 
With ſuch unſhaken Temper? 
L. J. Gray. For my ſelf, © 


Tf I coy'd form a With for Heav'n to grant, 


It mould have been, to rid me of this Crown. 


And thou, Q'er-ruling, Great, 3 Power ! 


Thou, who diſcern'ſt our Thoughts, who ſee'ſt 'em riſing 
And forming in the Soul; Oh judge me, Thou! 

Eger Ambition's guilty Fires have warm'd me, 

TF &er my Heart inclin'd to Pride, to Power, 

Or Join'd in being a Queen. I took the Sceptre 

To fave this Land, thy People, and thy Altar: 
And now, behold, I bend my grateful Knee, [Kneel/ing. 
In humble Adoration of that Mercy, 

Which quits me of the vaſt unequal Task. 


Enter the Dutobeſs of Suffolk. 


Dutc. SF. Nay, keep that Poſture ſtill; and let us join 
Fix all our Knees by thine, lift up our Hands, 
And ſeek for Help and Pity from Above, 
For Earth and faithleſs Man wilt give us none. 

L. J. Gray. What is the worſt our-crucl Fate ordains us? 


Dutez 


- 
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Dute. S. Curs d be my fatal Counſels, ours d my Tongue, 
That ws 4 for thy Ruin, and perſuaded rk = 
Thy guiltleſs Feet to tread the Paths of Greatneſs! | 
My Child II have undone thee ! 
J. Gray. Oh, my Mother! . 
Shou'd I not bear a Portion in your Sorrows? .. 
Dutc. Sa F. Alas! thou haſt thy own, a double Portions 
Mary is come, and the revolting Londoners, r | 
Who beat the Heav'ns with thy applauded Name, 
1 Now crowd to meet, and hail her as their Queen. 
u dier is enter'd here, commands the Toer, 
Has plac'd his Guards around; and this fad Place, 
So late thy Palace, is become our Priſon. 
I aw him bend his Knee to cruel Gardiner, 
Who, freed from his Confinement, ran to meet him, 
Embrac'd and bleſs d him with a Hand of Blood. 
Each haſt'ning Moment I expect em here, 5 
To ſeize, and paſs the Doom of Death upon us. A. 
Guil. Ha! ſelz d Shalt thou be feiz'd ? and ſhall I ſtaud, 
And tamely ſee thee born away to Death ? 
Then blaſted be my Coward Name for ever. 
: No, I will ſet my ſelf to guard this Spot, 
To which our narrow Empire now is ſhrunk; 
Here will J grow the Bulwark of my Queen; 
Nor ſhall the Hand of Violence * * thee, 
Until my Breaſt have born a thouſand Wounds, 
Till this torn mangled Body fink at once | 
A Heap of Purple Ruin at thy Feet. | 
L. 7. Gray: And could thy raſh red ge do thus? 
Draw thy vain Sword againſt an armed Multitude, , 
Only to have m r Heart ſplit with Horror, bY 
To ſee thee ſtabb'a and butcher'd here before me? 
Oh, call thy better nobler Courage to thee, 
And let us meet this adverſe Fate with Patience! 
Greet our inſulting Foes with equal-Tempers, | | 
With even Brows, and Souls ſecure of Death ; | 1 
Here ſtand unmov'd ; as once the Roman Senate 
Receiv'd fierce Brennus, and the conquering Gau, 
Till ev'n the rude Barkarians ſtood amaz'd 


% 


* 
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Enter Suſſex, Gardiner, Officers and Soldiers 
ee Roy Fg 


So our great Miſtreſs, Royal Mary, bids, 
J leave the full Diſpoſal of theſe Pris'ners; 
| To your wiſe Care the pious Queen commends . 
Her ſacred Self, her Crown, and what's yet more, 
The holy Roman Church; for whoſe dear Saſety, 
She wills your utmoſt Diligence be ſhewn, 
To bring Rebellion to the Bar of Juſtice. 
Yet farther, to proclaim how much ſhe truſts 
In Wincheſter's deep Thought, and well-try'd Faith, 
The Seal attends to grace thoſe rev'rend Hands; 
And when I next ſalute you, I muſt call you 
Chief Miniſter and Chancellor of England. 
Gar. Unnuniber'd Bleſſings fall upon her Head, 
My ever-gracious Lady ! to remember 
With ſuch full Bounty her old humble Beadſman ! 
For —_ * oes, en to deal with ow 

Su. e Queen is on her Entrance, and expects me 
My Lord, farewel. | 
Gar. Farewel, right Noble 8u/zx : 
Commend me to the Queen's Grace; ſay, her Bidding 
Shall be obſerv'd by her moſt lowly Creature. 

| [Exit Suſſex, 

Lieutenant of the Toroer, take hence your Pris'ners : 
Be it your Care to ſee em kept apart, 
That they may hold no Commerce with each other. 
L. J. Gray. That Stroke was unexpected. 
Cuil. Wo't thou part us? 
Gar. I hold no Speech with Hereticks and Traytors. 
Lieutenant ſee my Orders be obey'd. ; 
; | [Exit Gardiner. 


Guil. 
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Cuil. Tnhuman, monſtrous, unexampfd Cruelty!' ? 
Oh, Tyrant! but the Task becomes thee well z 
Thy Savage Temper joys to do Death's Office; 

o tear the ſacred Bands of Love aſunder, | | 
And part thoſe Hands which Heaw'n itſelf had join d. 
an. Dutc. S. To let us waſte the little reſt of Life 
Together, had been merciful. Ss Frans; a 

Suff. Then it had not . 

Been done like Vint beer. | | \ 

Cuil. Thou ſtand'ſt uamov'd; 5 
Calm Temper ſits upon thy beauteous Brow ; 

Thy Eyes, that flow'd ſo faſt for Edward's Loſs, 
Gaze unconcern'd upon the Ruin round thee ; 

As if thou had'ſt reſolv'd to brave thy Fate, 

And triumph-in the midſt of Deſolation: 
Ha! fee, it ſwells ; the liquid C riſes, | 

It itarts, in ſpight of 3 ut I will catch it; 
Nor let the Earth be wet with Dew ſo rich. 

L. J. Gray. And doſt thou think, my Guilford, I can ſea 
My Father, Mother, and ev'n thee my Husband, | 
Torn from my Side without a Pang of Sorrow? 

How art thou thus unknowing in my Heart ! 
Words cannot tell thee what I feel. There is 

An agonizing Softneſs buſy here, 

That tugs the Strings, that ſtruggles to get looſe, 
And pour my Soul in Wailings out before thee. 

Gail. Give way, and let the guſhing Torrent come: 
Behold the Tears we bring to ſwell the Deluge, : 
Till the Flood riſe upon the guilty World, 

And make the Ruin common. 

L. J. Gray. Gailford ! no: A 
The Time for tender Thoughts and ſoft Endearments | 
Is fled away and gone; Joy has forſaken us; 
Our Hearts have now another Part to play; 

They muſt be ſteel'd with ſome uncommon Fortitude, 
That, fearleſs, we may tread the Paths of Horror; 
And in deſpite of Fortune and our Foes, 

Ev'n in the Hour of Death, be more than Conquerors, 


vil. Gail, 
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Guil. Oh, teach me! ſay, what Energy Divine 
I nſpires thy ſofter Sex, and tender Years, 
With ſuch unſhaken Courage? 

L. J. Gray. Truth and Innocence; 
A conſcious Knowledge rooted in my Heart, 
That to have fav'd my Country was my Duty. 

Yes, Ezg/and, yes, m Country, I would fave thee ; 
But Heav'n forbids, Heav'n diſallows my Weakneſs, 
And to ſome dear ſelected Hero's Hand 
Reſerves the Glory of thy great Deliverance. 

Lieut. My Lords, my Orders 

Guil. See! we Muſtum.enmuſt part. | 

L. F. Gray. Yet ſurely we ſhall meet again. 

L7 1 olden'$ 

J. Gray. If not on „ among yon | 
Where aber Hae ariſe on other Rarths, n ” 
And happier Beings reſt on happier Seats: 

_ Lis Reach cayi Bar — ſhall view 
t tor's never- 

Pour a new Worlds to all Eternity, 
And people the Infinity of Space. 

Guil. Fain wou'd I chear my Heart with Hopes like theſe; 
But my fad Thought turns ever to the Grave, 
To that laſt Dwe ling, whither now ws haſte, 
Where the black Shade ſhall interpoſe. betwixt us, 
And veil thee from theſe longing Eyes for ever. 

L. J. G. Tis true, by thoſe dark Paths our Journey leads, 

And thro? the Vale of Death we paſs to Life: 
But what is there in Death to blaſt our Hopes? 
Behold the univerſal Works of Nature, 

Where Life ſtill ſprings from Death. To us the Sun 
Dies every Night, and every Morn revives: 

The Flow'rs, which Winter's Icy Hand deſtroy'd, 

Lift their fair Heads,, and live again in Spring. 

Mark, with what Hopes upon the furrow'd Plain, 

The careful Ploughman caſts the pregnant Grain; 
There hid, as in a Grave, a While it lies, - 
Till the revolving Seaſon. bids it riſe, 


* 
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Till Nature's genial Pow'rs command à Birth, 

And potent, calls it from the teeming Earth: 

Then large Increaſe the bury'd Treaſures yield. 
And with full Harveſts crown the plenteous Field. 


— 
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ACT v. Scrns I. 


SCENE continues. 


Enter Ga R DIN ER, as Lord Chancelhr, and the Liu. 
tenant of the Tower, Servants with Lights before en. 


Lieut 332 Morning to your Lordſhip! you riſe carl, 
J Gar. Nay, by the Rood, there are too many 
Some muſt ſtir eafly, or the State ſhall ſuffer. (Sleepers; 
Did you, as yeſterday our Mandate bade, 
Inform your Pris'ners, ' Lady Jane and Guilford, 
They were to die this Day? 
Lieat. My Lord, I did. 
Gar. Tis well. But ſay, How did your Meſſage like em! 
Lieut. My Lord, they met the Summons with a Temper 
'That ſhew'd a ſolemn, ſerious Senſe of Death, 
Mix'd with a noble Scorn of all its Terrors. 
In ſhort, they heard me with the ſelf-ſame Patience 
With which they ſtill have born them in their Priſon, 


In one Requeſt they both concurr'd: Each begg'd . 
To die before the other. | 


Car. That diſpoſe 
As you think fitting. 
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Lieut. The Lord Guilford only | | 
Implor'd another Boon, and urg'd it warmly ; 
That e'er he ſuffer d, he might ſee his Wife, 
And take a laſt Farewel. WAIT 
Gar. That's not much ; 
That Grace may be allow'd him: See you to it. 
How goes the Morning? ' 
Lieut. Not yet Four, my Lord. | 
Gar. By Ten they meet their Fate. Yet one thing more. 
' You know *twas- order'd that the Lady Fane | 
Shou'd ſuſſer here within the T 'r. Take care 
No Crowds may. be let in, no maudlin Gazers 
To wet their Handkerchiefs, and make Report 
How like a Saint ſhe ended. Some fit Number, 
And thoſe too of our Friends, were moſt convenient: 
But, above all, ſee that good Guard be kept; 
You know the Queen is lodg'd at preſent here, 
Lin Take care that no Diſturbance reach her Highneſs, 
And ſo good Morning, good Maſter Lieutenant. 


N. 
[Exit Lieut, 
arly, Pi. 72 
3 How now ! What Light comes here ? 
pers; Serv. So pleaſe your Lordſhip, , 


If I miſtake not, 'tis the Earl of Pembroke. 

Gag. Pembroke ! "Tis he; What calls him forth thus 
Somewhat he ſeems to bring of high Import; (early ? 
Some Flame uncommon kindles up his Soul, 


em? And flaſhes forth impetuous at his Eyes. 


Enter Pembroke; a Page with a Light before him. 


Good-Morrow, noble Pembroke / What importunate 
5 And ſtrong Neceſſity breaks on your Slumbers, 

And rears your youthſul Head from off your Pillow 

At this unwholſome Hour; while yet the Night 

Laſts in her latter Courſe, and with her raw 

And rheumy Damps infeſts the dusky Air? 


_ 
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Have you conſider'd well upon the Danger? 
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Pen. Oh, rev'rend Winchefter ! my beating Heart 


Exults and labours with the Joy it bears. 

The News I bring ſhall bleſs the breaking Morn; 
'This coming Day the Sun ſhall riſe more glorious, 
Than when his Maiden Beams firſt gilded o'er 

The rich immortal Greens, the flow'ry Plains, 


And fragrant Bow'rs of Paradiſe new-born. 


Gar. t Happineſs is this? 


Pen. "Tis Mercy | Mercy, 


The Mark of Heaven impreſs'd on human Kind, 
Mercy, that glads the World, deals Joy around; 
Mercy, that ſmooths the dreadful Brow of Power, 
And makes Dominion light; Mercy, that faves, 
Binds up the broken Heart, and heals Deſpair. 
Mary, our Royal, ever-gracious Miſtreſs, 
Has to my Services and humbleſt Prayers 
Granted the Lives of Guilford and his Wife; 
Full and free Pardon ! l 

Gar. Ha! What ſaid you? Pardon! 
But ſure you cannot mean it, cou'd not urge 


The Queen to ſuch a raſh and il|-tim'd Grace? 


What! fave the Lives of thoſe Who wore her Crown! 
My Lord, 'tis moſt unweigh'd, pernicious Counſel, 
And muſt not be comply'd with. 

Pem. Not 2 with! 
And who ſhall dare to bar her ſacred Pleaſure, 
And ſtop the Stream of Mercy ? 

Gar. That will I: 
Who wo'not ſee her gracious Diſpoſition 
Drawn to deſtroy herſelf, 

Pem. Thy narrow Soul 
Knows not the God-like Glory of Forgiving: 
Nor can thy cold, thy ruthleſs Heart conceive 
How large the Pow'r, how fix*d the Empire is, 
Which Benefits confer on generous Minds: 


Goodneſs prevails upon the ſtubborn'ſt Foes, 
And conquers more than ever C/ar's Sword did. 


Gar. Theſe are romantick, light, vain-glorious 


How 
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How dear to the fond Many, and how popular 
Theſe are whom you wou — Have you forgot, 
When at the Bar, before the Seat of Judgment, | 
This Lady Jane, this beauteous Trayt'reſs ſtood, 
With what Command ſhe charm'd the whole Aſſembly? 
With ſilent Grief the mournful Audience fat, 
Fix'd on her Face, and ran {on her Pleading. 
Her very Judges wrung their Hands for Pity ; 7. 
Their old Hearts melted in em as ſhe ſpoke, Th 
And Tears ran down upon their Silver Beard, | 
Ev'n I my ſelf was mov'd, and for a Moment | | 
kelt Wrath ſuſpended in my doubtful Breaſt, 
And queſtion'd if the Voice I heard was mortal. = 
But when her Tale was done, what loud Applauſe, © * 
Like Burſts of Thunder, ſhook the ſpacious Hall! my 
At laſt, when ſore conſtrain'd, th' unwilling Lords? 
Pronounc'd the fatal Sentence on her Life; 
A Peal of Groans ran thro' the crowded Court, 
As every Heart were broken, and the Doom, 
Like that which waits the World, were univerſal, | 

Pem. And can that ſacred Form, that Angel's Voice, 
Which mov'd the Hearts of a rude-ruthleſs Crowd, 
Nay, mov'd ev'n thine, now ſue in vain for Pity ? 
Gar. Alas! you look on her with Lover's Eyes: 
] hear and ſee through reaſonable Organs, 
Where Paſſion has no part. Come, come, my Lord, 
You have too little of the Stateſman in you. | » 
Pen. And you, my Lord, too little of the Churchman, 
Is not the facred Purpoſe of our Faith, | 
Peace and Good-will to Man? The hallow'd Hand, 
Ordain'd to bleſs, ſhou'd know no Stain of Blood. 
"Tis true, I am not practis'd in your Politicks. 
"Twas your pernicious Counſel led the Queen 
To break her Promiſe with the Men of Sol, 

o violate, what in a Prince ſhou'd be 
Sacred above the reſt, her Royal Word. 
_ Gar. Yes, and I dare avow it; I advis'd her 
To break thro? all Engagements made with Hereticks, 
And keep no Faith with ſuch a miſcreant Crew, 


Pem. 


— At, 
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Tue Prieſtly Robe, and Mitred Head diſclaim it? 
But thus bad Men diſhonour the beſt Cauſe. 4 


Better advis'd, than thus to cheriſh Vipers, 


— 
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Pen. Where ſhall we ſeek for Truth, when ey 'n Religion 


I tell thee, n Doctrines like thine * 
Have ftain'd our Holy Church with greater Infamy bo 
Than all your Eloquence can wipe away. 11 


Hence tis, that thoſe who differ from our Faith, 

Brand us with Breach of Oaths, with Perſecution, 

With Tyranny o'er Conſcience, and proclaim. 

Our Scarlet. Prelates Men that thirſt for Blood, 

And Chriſtian Rome more cruel than the Pagan. | 
Gar. Nay, if you rail, farewel. The Queen muſt bg 


Whoſe mortal Stings are arm'd againſt her Liſee. 
But while I hold the Seal, no Pardon. paſles pr 


For Hereticks and Traytors. 3 
4 [Exit Gardiner, 


Pem. Twas unlucky 
To meet and croſs upon this froward Prieſt : 
But let me loſe the Thought on't, let me haſte, 
Pour my glad Tidings forth in Gailford's Boſom, 
And pay him back the Life his Friendſhip fay'd. 'E 
| t _[Exit, 


/ 


The Scene draws, and diſcovers the Lady Jan E kneeling, A 
as at her Devotion; a Light, and a Book placed ona WRT 


Table before ber. [ 
| | : 
Enter Lieutenant of the Tower, Lord Guilford, and one of 


Lady ] a x E's Women. 


But wait your Leiſure in the Antichamber. 
Guil. 7d will not hold you long. 


1 

1 

Lieut. Let me not preſs upon your Lordſhip farther, | 
\ 

[Exit Lieutenant. ' 
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Bom. Softly, my Lordi! | 
or yet, behold, ſhe kneels. Before the Night 
ad reach'd her middle Space, ſhe left her Bed, 
and with a pleaſing ſober Chearfulneſs, 
Is fox. her Funeral, . her ſelf 
n thoſe ſad ſolemn Weeds. Since then, her Knee 
His known that Poſture only, and her Eye, 
Or fix'd upon the ſacred Page before her, | 
Or lifted with her riſing H to Heaven. 2 
Cuil. See] with what Zeal thoſe holy 1 rear dl 
lark her Vermilion Lip, with Fervour trembling! 
Her ſpotleſs Boſom ſwells with facred Ardor, 
and burns with Extaſy and ſtrong Devotion; 
Her Supplication ſweet, her faithful Vows 
Fragrant and ore and grateful to high Heaven, 
ke Incenſe from the golden Cenſer riſe; 
Or blefſed Angels miniſter unſeen; 
Catch the ſoft Sounds, and with alternate Office 
Spread their Ambroſial Wings, then mount with Joy, 
And waft *em upwards to the Throne of Grace. 
But ſhe has ended, and comes forward. 


= 


_ Lady JANE riſes, and comes towards the Front of the 
il. Stage. 

L. J. Gray. Ha! | 
Art thou my Guilford ? Wherefore doſt thou come 
To break the ſettled Quiet of my Soul? 
| meant to part without another Pang, 
And lay my weary Head down full of Peace. 

Gail. Forgive the Fondneſs of my longing Soul, 
That melts with Tenderneſs, and leans towards thee ; 
Tho' the imperious dreadful Voice of Fate 
Summon her hence, and warn her from the World. 
But if to ſee thy Gui/ford, give thee Pain, 
Wou'd I had dy'd, and never more beheld thee : 
Tho' my lamenting diſcontented Ghoſt 
Hd wander'd forth unbleſs'd. by thoſe dear Eyes, 
And wail'd thy Loſs in Death's eternal Shades. 

| L. J. Gray- 
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Tis more, far more than Death, to part from thee, 
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And lodge me in my 


| Oh ! has ſhe ſpar'd my Wife? k 
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L. F. Gray. My Heart had ended ev'ry earthly Care, 
Had offer'd up its Prayers for Thee and England, 
And fix d its Hopes upon a Rock unfailing; 
While all the- little Bus'neſs that remain'd, 
Was but to paſs the Forms of Death with Conſtancy; 
And leave a Life become indifferent to me. 
But thou haſt waken'd other Thoughts within me : 
Thy Sight, my deareſt Husband and my Lord, 
Strikes on the tender Strings of Love and Nature; 

vanquiſh'd Paſſions riſe again, and tell me 


md II I Y bed id 


Enter Pembroke. 


Pem. Oh, let me fly ! Bear me, thou ſwift Impatiene, 
flirhful Guilford's Arms; TY 
[Embracing 
'That I may ſnatch him from the greedy Grave, 
That I may warm his gentle Heart with Joy, 
And talk to him of Life, of Life and Pardon. 
Guil. What means my deareſt Pembroke ? 
Pem. Oh! my Speech $A. 
B choak'd with W ords that crowd to tell my Tidings: 
But I have fav'd thee, and Oh, Joy unutterable! 
The Queen, my gracious, my forgiving Mittreſs, 
Has giv'n not only thee to my Requeſt; | 
But ſhe, ſhe too, in whom alone thou liv'ſt, 
The Partner of thy Heart, thy Love is ſafe. 
Guil. Millions of Bleſſings wait her !---Has ſhe---tell me! 
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Pem. Both, both are pardon'd. 
But chaſt, and do thou lead me to thy Saint, 
That I may caſt my ſelf beneath her Feet, 
And beg her to accept this poor Amends | 
For all I've done againſt her. Thou fair Excellence, 


. [ Kneeling: 
Canſt thou forgive the hoſtile Hand that arm'd 
Againſt thy Cauſe, and robb'd thee of a Crown? 
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L. J. Gray. Oh, riſe, my Lord, and let me take your 


Life and the 

But you have reconcil'd me to em both; 

Then let me pay my Gratitude, and for 

This free, this noble, unexpected Mercy, 

Thus low I bow to Heav'n, the Queen, and You. 
Pem. To me! Forbid it, Goodneſs ! If I live, 

Somewhat I will do ſhall deſerve your Thanks: 

All Diſcord and Remembrance of Offence 

Shall be clean blotted out; and for your Freedom, 

My ſelf have underta'en to be your Caution. 

Hear me, you Saints, and aid my pious Purpoſe; 

Theſe that deſerve ſo much, this wondrous Pair, 

Let theſe be happy; as attend 'em ; 

A fruitful Bed, a Chain of Love unbroken, 

A good old Age, to ſee their Children's Children, 

A holy Death, and everlaſting Memory: 

While I refign to them my Share of Happineſs ; 

Contented ſtill to want what they enjoy, 

And ſingly to be wretched. 


Enter Lieutenant of the Tower. 


Lieut. The Lord Chancellor 
Is come with Orders from the Queen. 


Enter Gardiner, and Attendants. 


Pem. Ha! Wincheſter ! 
Gar. The Queen, whoſe Days be many, 
By me confirms her firſt accorded Grace: 
But as the pious Princeſs means her Mer 
Shou'd reach e'en to the Soul as well as Body, 
By me ſhe Ggnifies her Royal Pleaſure, 
That thou, Lord Gui/ford, and the 1 
Do inſtantly renounce, abjure your Hereſy, 
And yield Obedience to the See of Rome. 
L. J. Gray. What! turn Apoſtate! 
Gail. Hal Forego my "_ ! 


orld were hardly worth my Care, (Poſture. 
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Gar. This one Condition ſeals your Pardon. 
But if, thro' Pride of Heart and ſtubborn Obſtinacy, 
With wilful Hands you puſh the Bleſſing from you, 
And ſhut your Eyes againſt ſuch manifeſt Light; 

Know ye, your former Sentence ſtands confirm'd, 
And you muſt die to-day. 

Pem. Tis falſe as Hell 
The Mercy of the Queen was free and full. 

Think'ſt thou that Princes merchandize their Graces, 
As Roman Prieſts their Pardons? Do they barter, 
Screw up, like you, the Buyer to a Price, 

And doubly ſell what was deſign'd a Gift ? 

Gar. My Lord, this Language ill beſeems your Noblene{; 
Nor come J here to bandy Words with n: 
Behold the Royal Signet of the Queen, 

Which amply ſpeaks her Meaning. You, the Pris'nersz, 
Have heard-at large its Purport, and muſt inſtantly 
Reſolve upon the Choice of Life or Death. 

Pem. Curſe on But wherefore do I loiter here? 
T'll to the Queen this Moment, and there know 
What 'tis the Miſchief-making Prieſt intends. [Exit, 

Gar. Your Wiſdom points you out a proper Courſe. 
A Word with you, Lieutenant. [Ta/ks with Lieut. afite 

Guil. Muſt we part then? 

Where are thoſe Hopes that flatter'd us but now ? 

Thoſe Joys, that like the Spring with all its Flow'rs, 

Pour'd out their Pleaſures every where around us ? 

In one poor Minute gone, at once they wither'd, 

And left their Place all deſolate behind 'em. 

I. J. G. Such is this fooliſh World, and ſuch the Certainty 
Of all the boaſted Bleſſings it beſtows : 0 

Then, Guilford, let us have no more to do with it; 

Think only how to leave it as we ought, | 

But truſt no more, and be deceiv'd no more. 

Gail. Yes, I will copy thy divine Example, 

And tread the Paths are pointed out by thee: 
By thee inſtructed, to the fatal Block 
bend my Head with Joy, and think it Happineſs 
To give my Life a Ranſom- for my Faith. 
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From thee, thou Angel of my Heart, I learn 

That greateſt, hardeſt Task, to part with thee. : 

L. J. Gray. Oh, gloriouſly reſoly'd! Heav'n is my Witneſs, 
My Heart rejoices in thee more ev'n now, 

Thus conſtant as thou art in Death, thus faithful, 

Than when the holy Prieſt firſt join'd our Hands, 

And knit the ſacred Knot of Bridal Love. 

Gar. The Day wears faſt; Lord Gailfird, have you 
(thought? 
Gui. What are the Terms? 

Gar. Death, or the Maſs, attend you. 

Gail. Tis determin'd : 
Lead to the Scaffold. 

Gar. Bear him to his Fate. 

Guil, Oh! let me fold thee once more in my Arms, 
Thou deareit Treaſure of my Heart, and print 
A dying Husband's Kiſs upon thy Lip! 

Shall we not live again, ev'n in theſe Forms ? 

Shall I not gaze upon thee with theſe Eyes ? 

L. F. Gray. Oh! wherefore doſt thou footh me with thy 
Why doſt thou wind thy ſelf about my Heart, (Soltneſs? 
And make this Separation painful to us ? 
Here break we off at once; and let us now, 

Forgetting Ceremony, like two Friends 

That have a little Bus'neſs to be done, 

Take a ſhort Leave, and haſte to meet again. J 
Guil. Reſt on that Hope, my Soul —— my Wife. 
L. F. Gray. No more. 

Guil. My Sight hangs on thee---Oh ! ſupport me Heav'n, 
In this laſt Pang ——and let us meet in Bliſs. 

[Guilford is led off by the Guards. 

L. J. Gray. Can Nature bear this Stroke | 

Wom. Alas! ſhe faints (Supporting. 

L J. Gray. Wo't thou fail now The killing Stroke is 
And all the Bitterneſs of Death is over. (paſt, 

Car. Here let the dreadful Hand of Vengeance ſtay: 
Have pity on your Youth and blooming Beauty; 

Caſt not away the Good which Heav'n beſtows ; 

Time may have many Years in ſtere for you, 

2. 
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All crown'd with fair Proſperity: Your Husband 

Has periſh'd in Perverſeneſs. | = 

I. J. Gray. Ceaſe, thou Raven; 

Nor violate, with thy profaner Malice, 

My bleeding Guilf#d's Ghoſt Tis gone, tis flown: 
But lingers on the Wing, and waits for me. : 


The Scene draws, and diſcovers a Scaffold hang with Black, 
Executioner and Guards. 


And ſee, my Journey's End. 
1 Nom. My deareſt Lady, [Weefing. 
2 Wom. Oh, Miſery ! 
L. J. Gray. Forbear, my gentle Maids, _ 
Nor wound my Peace with fruitleſs Lamentations 3 
The good and gracious Hand of Providence 
Shall raiſe you better Friends than I have been. 
1 Ven. Oh, never | never Lamm 
L. F. Gray. Help to difarray, 
And tit me for the Block: Do this laſt Service, 
And do it chearfully. Now you will ſee | 
Your poor unhappy Miſtreſs ſleep in Peace, | 
And ceaſe from all her Sorrows. Theſe few Trifles, 
The Pledges of a dying Miſtreſs's Love, 
Receive and ſhare among you. Thou, Maria, [To 1 Win. 
Haſt been my old, my very faithful Servant; 
In dear Remembrance of thy Love, I leave thee 
This Book, the Law of everlaſting Truth : 
Make it thy Treaſure til] ; (was my Support 
When all Help elſe forſook me. 
| Gar. Will you yet 
—_ be wiſe, and fave your ious Life? 
J. G. Oh, Wincheſter ! has — taught thee that, 
To barter Truth for Liſe? | 
Gar. Miſtaken Folly ! 
Yau toil and travail for your own Perdition, 
Fund die for damned Errors. 
J. Gray. Who judge rightly, 
And v ho perſiſt in Errgr, will be known, 
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Then, when we meet again. Once more, Farewel ; 

i | K yu [To ber . em.. 
Goodneſs be ever with you, When Tm dead, 
Intreat they do no rude diſhanelt eons: 
To my cold headleſs Corſe! but ſee it 
And decent laid in Earth. 

Gar. Wo't thou then die ? 
Thy Blood be on thy Head. 

L. J. G. My Blood be where it falls, let the Earth hide it, 
And may it never riſe, or call for Vengeance: 
Oh, that it were the laſt ſhall fall a Victim - | 
To Zeal's inhuman Wrath! Thou gracious Heaven, 
Hear, and defend at length thy ſuffering People; 
Raiſe up a Monarch of = Royal Blood. 
Brave, Pious, Equitable, Wiſe, and Good: 
In thy due Seaſon let the Hero come, 
To fave thy Altars from the Rage of Rome : 
Long let him reign to bleſs the reſcu'd Land, 
And deal out Juſtice with a righteous Hand. 
And when he fails, oh! may he leave a Son, 
With equal Virtues to adorn his Throne; 
To lateſt Times the Bleſſing o convey, . 
And guard that Faith for which I die to-day. 

[Lady JAN goes wp to the Seaffold : The Scene cloſe5s 


Enter Pembroke. 


Pem. Horror on Horror! Blaſted be the Hand 
That ſtruck my Gui/ford ! Oh! his bleeding Trunk 
Shall live in theſe diſtracted Eyes for ever. 

Curſe on thy fatal Arts, thy cruel Counſels! [Te Gard. 
The Queen is deaf, and pityleſs as thou art. 

Gar. The juſt Reward of Hereſy and Treaſon 
Ts fall'n upon em both, for their vain Obſtinacy ; 
Untimely Death, with Infamy on Earth, 

And everlaſting Puniſhment hercafter. | 

Pen. And canſt thou tell? Who gave thee to explore 

Tie ſecret Purpoſes of * or taught thee 
. 3 
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To for a Bound to Mercy a 1 . 
But know, thou proud perverſly-judging Wis,” 241 


Hö we er your hard imperious Oenſures doom, 
And out our Lot in Worlds to come; 
Thoſe, who with hone Hearts purſue the Right, | 
And follow faithfully Trath's facred Light, 

Tho' ſuffering here, ſhall from their Sorrows ceaſe, 
Reſt with the * and 3 in endleſs Peace. 
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EPILOGUE: 
Spoken by Mrs. Pox TER. 


HE Palms of Virtue Heroes oft have worn; 
Thoſe Wreaths, to-night, a Female Brow adorn. 
The d:tin'd Saint, unfortunately Ira, 
und with thoſt Altars which ſbe ſtrove to ſave. 
Grutly fbe dard to prop the jufter Side, ; 
4 greatly with ber adverſe Fate comply'd, As 
Dil all that Heat could ant, refign'd and dy ;; 
Dy'd fer the Land for which. fbe wi to live, © * 
And gain'd that Liberty ſbe could not give. . 
Ob, happy People of this H Iſle, © 
On whom ſo many better Angels {mi 
Fir you, kind Heat n new BY ngs 2 s, 
Bids other Saints, and athtr Guardians riſe: 
Fir you, the faireſt of her Sex is come, 
Adopts our Britain, and forgets her Home. 
Fir Truth and You, the Heroine detlines 
Auſtria's proud Eagles, and the Indian Mines. 
What Senſe of fuch 4 Bounty can be ſbown! 
But Heat muſt make the vaſt Reward its own, 
And Stars ſhall join to make her future Crown. 
ur Gratitude with eaſe may be expreſs'd; 
Strive but to be, what ſhe would make you, bleſs'd. 
Lit ma vile Faction ver the vulgar Ear 
With fond Surmiſe, and falſe A fected Fear : 
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Confirm butio af gp ſelves the given God; 

22 all be asks, for all ſhe has read 
Suth tas our great Example 

And with fuch Thanks aur Aut 
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125 theſe Scenes, 1 Faith you Ph 1 
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for your Laws you * juſt Contern, 
you are taught to R rod a Popiſp Reign, 
8.2 beauteous Patriot has not dy'd in. vain. 
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PROLOGUE 
T O 
Lady JANE GRAY: 
Sent by an unknown Hand. } 


"HEN waking Terrors rouze the guilty Breaft, 
77 And fatal Viſons break the Murdrer's Ref: 
When Vengeance does Ambition's Fate decree, 
And Tyrants bleed to ſet whole Nations free ; 
The the Muſe ſaddens each 3 Scene, 
Unmov'd is e ry Breaſt, and ev ry Face ſerene : 
The mournful Lines no tender Heart ſubdue ; 
Compaſſion is fo fuf "ring Goodneſs due. 
The Poet your Attention begs once more, 
T atone for Characters here drawn before: 
No Royal Miſtreſs ſigbs through ev'ry Page, 
And breathes her dying Sorrows en the. Stage: 
No lovely Fair, by ſoft 777 275 won, 
Lays down the Load of Life, when Honour gone. 
Nebly to bear the Changes of our State, 
To land unmov'd againſt the Storms of Fate, 
A brave Contempt of Life and Grandeur loft ; 
Such glorious Toils 4 Female Name can boaſt. 
Our Author dratos not Beauty's beavenly Smile, 
T invite our Wiſhes, and our Hearts beguile : 
Ne ſoft Enchantments languiſb in her Eye, 
Ne Bloſſoms fade, nor fcÞ wing Roſes die. FD 
pF | 0 
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— FROLOGUE _ 

¶ nobler Paſſian ev'ry, Breaſt: muſt move, * 
Dan youthful Raptures, or the Joys of Love. 
A Mind unchang'd, ſuperior to a Crazon, 
 Bravely defies the angry Tyrant”s Frown ; 
The ſame, if Fortune ſinks, or mounts on high, 
Or if the Warld's extended Ruins lie: , 
With gen'rous Scorn fe Iays the Sceptre down ; 
Great Souls ſhine brighteſt by Misfortunes ſhown : 
With patient Courage ſhe ſuſtains the Blow, 
And triumphs ver Variety of Woe. 
Through ev'ry Scene the ſad Diſtreſs is new : 
How well feign'd Life does repreſent the true ! 
Unhappy Age] who views the bloody Stain, 
But muſt with Tears record Maria's Reign ! 
When Zeal by Doctrine flatter d lamleſs Will, 
Inſtructed by Religion' Voice to kill. | 

Ye Britiſh Fair] lament in filent Moe; 
Let ery Eye with tender Pity flow ; 
The lovely Form through falling Drops will ſeem 
Like flow'ry Shadows of the Silver Stream. 
Thus Beauty, Heav'n's feveet Ornament, fball prove 
Enrich'd by Virtue, as ador'd by Love.” © | 
Forget your Charms, fond Woman's dear Delight, 
The Fops will languifh bere another Night. 
No Congueſts from difſembling Smiles we fear ; 
She only kills, who wounds us with a Tear. 
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Spoken by Mr. Berrorton. 


OU, who in furious Factions take Delight, 
Y Know, you are not to be regal'd to-night; 
Theſe Scenes do no one ſparring Blow afford, 
But Peace and Moderation is the Word: ; 
No Side, nor Man on either Side, is hit. | 5 


8 4 


We ſingle out no 8 Clown, or Cit, N 
if you're angry, tis all wrong, you're bit. 
Nor Bork well. 2 Man, of Parts and Taſte, 
Look ſharp for Dainties at 4 Country Feaſt; | 
Expect no ſprightly Turns nor Language here, 
But reſt contented with your homely Chear, 
Ii ſuch as we could get at Croydon Fair. 
Our Men of Mirth have never been at Court, 
here Beaux, and Belles, and gentler Wits report, 
Biters indeed! and of the better ſort. 
To bare bamboux ling we may chance pretend, 
; Or by the Chriſten Name to catch à Friend; 
But to ſome happier Wit we leave to tell, 
Of thoſe who in true Biting moſt excel. 
For that great Work old Bards ſhall riſe again; 
Aud the Sicilian Maids renew the lofty Strain. 
Let not a Rival Writer flir up Spi ht 
In you, who judge of Comedy, or write; 
For tho fond Parents on their Off-ſpring doat, * 
And evi Ideot Author loves the Brat he get; 
Tet ours gives freely up his Petit Piece, 
And ſwears that you may wſe it as you pleaſe: 
Nay ſhould you take his Drolling in good part, 
He owns this only as a youthful Start, | 
And ſets no Claim up to the Comick Art. 
So when keen Patriots purſue the Chace, 
The ſhifting Stateſman yields, and ſues for Grace, 
nd to preſerve his Carcaſe quits his Place, | 
| A2 * | EPI. 
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EPILOGU 


Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. FF. 


F all the Taxes which the Poet pays, Os 
Thoſe Funds of Verſe, none are ſo hard to raiſe 

As Prologues and as Epilogues to Plays, 
So many mighty Wits are gone before, 
They've rifled all the Muſes ſacred Store; 
Like __—_— Armies thro" the Province paſ#d, 
Swept all, and left it ruin'd, void and waſte, 
Yet, Conſcientious You can ſtill demand 
Large Contributions from the wretched Land ; 
Expect that we ſhould ſtill purſue the Theme, 
TJ you deny to us, what you allow'd to them. 


Bold Satyr then you did permit to reign, 
Satyr, that Noiſe and Nonſenſe could reſtrain; 
Then to be pleas'd and taught the Hearers came, 
They got Inſtruction, and the Poet Fame. 

Then Strephon's Verſe to either Sex gave Law, 
And ang a — and kept o Fools in Awe. 
But now, jor Reaſons to elves , 
Tour Fathers Wit and a you Loew 
Hither ye Herds of Fools ſecurely come; 

Prologue and Epilogue, 

Tour ancient Foes, are mux xled now and dumb. 


We Women think it hard, when Laws prevail 
That take away our Privilege to rail ; 
Maids, Wives and Mifireſſes, aſſert the Cauſe, 
In ſpight of Reformation and the Laws : 

nd tho the cenſur'd Stage no Tales muſt tell, 

e Days and Tea may do as well, 

Henceforth, in ſolemn Meetings of the Fair, 
Our own dear Stx and all their Failings ſpare; 
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EPILOGUE. 


vo ill natur d She ſeverely ſ⸗ ; 

at hideous ill dr2{s'd Things 2 ſaw that Day: 

i envious Uglineſi no more reprove * 

er fairer Friend s ſuecefoful Vow'r in Love; 

put let each able Tongue do all ſhe can, 

„ Satyr be the Word, and the whole Subject Man. 


Tell of dull Knights, ſad Squires, and wretched Cits, 
ſplaying Poets, and brick biting Wits; 

Then ſay what ine, what Friends, what choice Delights, 
Employ their dull Days, and yet duller Nights; 

1 ev'ry Fool of ev'ry Kind and Faſbion. 

1d be the trus Reformers of the Nation, © 


1:3 Dramatis 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
; - ay 


MEN. 


Sir Timothy Tallapoy, An Eaſt-India g 
Merchant, very Rich, in Love with, f e 3 
Mariana, a great affecter of the h- 0 


1 Cuſtoms. 5 Wet 
Pinch, A Biting Squire. Mr. Pack, 
Clerimont, Nephew. to Sir Timethy, Mr. Verbrugget, 
Friendly, In Love with Angelica. Mr, Booth. 
Scribbleſcrabble, A City Sollicitor. Mr. Leigh, 
Bapdileer, A Foot Soldier. Mr. Knap. 
Trick, Servant to Friendly. Mr. Fieldhouſe. 
Grumble, Servant to Pinch. | Mr. Trout. 
Bokee, Servant to Sir Timothy. Mr, Freeman, 


Lady Stale, An affected amorous old g 5. 2 

* _ : 5 Fun. Leigh, 

Mariana, Privately marry'd to Cleri-T , Ty 
mont, and herd to Friendly. Zur. Baan 

Angelica, Daughter to Sir Timothy. Mrs. Mountfort, 


Mrs, Clever. | Mrs. Barry. 
Mre. Scribbleſcrabble. Mrs. Lawſon. 


. Servants belonging to Sir Timothy, Two Whores, 
SCENE -CROTDON, 
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<SCENE, A Conmry Town, 
Der CLERIMONT. 
ng TSP Riedl ſtays ſomewhat long, 


— 


5 is Lazineſs in Love looks as Ma- 
 trimony had gone before, and the beſt 
spd of the Buſineſs had been over, 
n Oh Trick!! 
ter Trick. 
Where's your Maſter? 
Trick. He'll be here in u minute, Sir; jute rid of #- 
little Misfortune that follows him. 
NV. Cler. Misfortune! What Mis fortune? 
that Trick, d The Devi ef ; 
! Is — * ' 


Hl "2 * 


for @ 
is Leniarl in Lord leak le be. 
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Trick. Too true, Sir: Your ancient Gentlewsg; 
man is a tenacious Animal they ſeldom looſe they 
hold *till they have drawn Blood; — tho to give ny 
Maſter his due, he lives after a frank manner enough with 
ber; —— he'll make no ſcruple of dropping ber, leave he 
to daggle about the Fair by her elf, at the firſt Stop fhe 
makes; we ſhall have him here preſently ——>—— Set 
didn't I tell you ſo, Sir? | 

| Enter Friendly. 

Friend. Dear Clerimont, I have Ten Thouſand Pardon 
to beg of you; I treſpaſs upon your Patience at a ſtrange 
rate. | 

Cler. Dear Sir, truce with your Compliments; ud i 
you pleaſe, let us come to the Matter in Hand — Ya 


+ ww 


new Houſe is „ Ava ge 
Trick. *Twou'd ha? made your Honour a Sen, 
if you had not 1 mY 
Cler. He has been there with his Daughter theſe Three 
Days,. you are in love with her, have a mind to 
marry her. he's a fantaſtical obſfinate old Fellow, and 
reſolves againſt parting either with her or his Money, but 
to a Coxcomb of his own chufing ; who (by the way) 
came down in the ſame Coach with me to-day, — ſo 
that unleſs we can find out ſome .Stratigem to make an 
Aſs of him, and a happy Man of you, poor Angelica mult 
dies Maid, or marry the Fool, as aforeſaid. 
Friend. In order to that we have already taken all mes 
ſaves, tho' I muſt own I apprehend ſome Difficulty in the 
of *em, — Did the Booby Lover that came 
with you, know you? | 
Cler. Not at all, — PI aſſure you he's a moſt extraor« 
dinary Perſon, and a Biter, as his Wiſcrable Fellow - Travel 
lers, the very Coachman, and ingeed every body we met 
upon the Road, found to their Coſt. 
Friend. The Devil he is! That new Generation of Waps 
are the moſt inſufferable Teizers! lt s luckily 
enough; for your Unkle has met with em ſome whereor 


tber, and I ſuppoſe has been bit to the purpoſe, for be 


2 BEBISRSRB ON 


2 


* 
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alen es at the very mention of the Word, ſorears tif & vl 

le tber lanous Deſign to corrupt all our-Morality, and breed up 

e ug our Youth in the Practice of early Lying; he hopes to 

2h wü z made Felony by AR of Parliament. = | perceive 

w. my Rival will hardly prove ſo formidable as we took him 

to be. 2 

8 ict. Fear nothing, Sir; Rug's the Word, all's ſafe: 
For the = Gentleman, leave him to me. may Fair- 
tme gives his Country Neighbours a Liberty of coming 

ardons YN +. bis Houſe, tho* the Inſide of it at another time is as 

rage i bad to be ſeen as a fortified Place in the time of War,— 


but the Devil's ia him if be can keep us out now: 
have engaged two or three very pretty Fellows here of 
the Town to be of the Party with us, ſmart Dogs for the 
contriving part, and of moſt inviacible paſſive Courage to 
Ser, Biff co thro! with the Execution. they bave had the 
1 Honour to be beaten black and blue in ſeveral Adventures 
b already. ? = "Is." | 

und o Cie. For the reſt, the lovely Mariana. your charming 
„ and BY Kinſwoman, has engag'd a notable Limb of the Law, a 
7. but City Solicitor, in your Intereſts; — it there be 
ay thing in his way of Roguery to do you Service you 
— io BW may depend upon him. My Unkle is luckily enough too 
ke n in Love with Mariana, to a very ridiculous Extravagancez 
mult and when a Woman of Wit and Beauty has an old Fel- 


low under thoſe Circumſtances, ſhe fails of a Se- 
mer crer to make him pliant. | 
n the WY Friend. But can you, who are ſo delicate a Lover, al- 
Cane BY low Mariana to mike any advances to this extray: gant 
. WM Vakle of yours? | 
or Cler. To truſt yon then with a Secret of the laſt Im- 
me portance, you muſt know I have been marry'd to her 
this Week. ä ; 
Friend. To Mariana! 
Was i Cler. She has made me the happieſt Man in the World, 


_ | Friend, Does your Unkle know any thing of this Mate 
x be « | 
et. 1 hr ba ra fg 


7 
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Term with bim, that I thought twou' d be to Itte *'* 
poſe to ask his Conſent. e 

Trick. Sir, Sir, as I live, yonder's Mrs. Clever; 
Mr. Clerimont is in Diſgrace with his Uncle, and I bg 
in fomewhat ſcoundreliſh, or, as your Honour ci 
[ To Cler.] ſcurvy Terms with him my ſelf, what if 
ſhou'd retain her for an 2 Council towards him 

Cler. Ha! lucky enough. 

I She's an intimate Friend of my Ia 
Stale's, | | 
Trick. Ah dear Sir, ſhe hath a violent Paſſion for We" 
ney ;— ſhe loves it better, not than any thing, I wi 
fay that of her neither, but than any Friend that exe 
had, from her God-fathers and God-mothers to the 
new Acqueintance ſhe made. wif 

Cut. Þrythee call her I have been mightily is ie... 
Books of late, 8 ba p 

Trick, Hum! not altogether gr call now; 


my Lady Stale bs join'd her, ad they ve both com * 
is way. 

Friend. Let's Jr not ſee ber. +: 
And d'ye hear, Sirrah, contrive ſome way to rid us of ny 197 
Lady Stale; that unlucky amorous Five n 3h 
Forty Face of hers is a meer Omen of ill Fortune. ry 
I wiſh we may never meet her till our Projects are pu ter 


croſſing. | 

Trick, I warrant you, Sir: And for Mrs. Clever, you mij bo 
reckon the thing done; you may depend upon ga 
her, as much as the French King does upon his Couſin of 


Bavaria. LE WM thi 
Enter Lady Stale and Mrs; Clever. W 

Stale. Well, dear * never talk, for this Croydon in in 

a moſt inſufferable filthy Place. ti 


Clep. There's a great deal of Hurry, Duſt and Noiſe in- 
deed, And yet ſo there are at May Fair and Bartholomew ye 
Fair, where all the World come. inks this Place MW wy 
is as diverting as thoſe are, and the People are as merry il | 
here as there, tho they are not ſo well drel#'d, 2 

. L ö 
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Stale. Dreſoꝰ dl the Creatures! why, Child, Dreſſing's "= 
onable thing----one muſt have a fine Wit, delicate and 
ell turn d, to be able to Dreſs----- The Things that come 


I bs e never think, they love Walnuts and Sack, and fat 
ib ooſe, and ſeeing of Monſters, and laughing 4 Gorge de- 
dat ee, but they never think. Well, I am perfectly glad 


have met thee. I'll ſwear I believe I am the only Wo- 
man of Condition here. I'll ſwear I'm in the laſt Con- 
ſion to think I could have fo much Complaiſance for 


74 iendly to come hither---- I'll ſwear I believe you muſt 
for bink me furiouſly fond, to let him engage me in a Party 
> horribly upon the ridiculous. | 


Clev. We have dropt him ſome where in the Crowd 
d I fancy tis that makes you ſo uneaſy. Come, 
_ confeſs, is it not — _ * Com- 
paiſance, engages you in all Friendly's Parties? To give 
de Man his due, methought he was not fo very preſſing 
for your Company hither. 

Stale. Jealous! poor Clever! I jealous of the Fellow! T 
ſwear, Madam, you're as much miſtaken, Madam, as 
perhaps you ever were in your Life, Madam. After ally 
when one is made ſo very much to one's Advantage, ſo 
apreeable, ſo handſom, ſo every thing in the World, and 
when one has ſo fine a Diſcernment to underſtand it ye- 
ry well one's ſelf. Jealouſie is a Paſſion that perhaps af- 
ter all is as little troubleſome as any Paſſion in the World. 

Clev, Oh, Madam! all the World muſt confeſs how 
bountiful Nature has been to you, even to the laſt Prodi- 
gality of Gifts and Graces. | 

Stale, Why really, and between Friends, Child, T don't 
think my Perſon has done Nature one jot of Diſcredit--- 
„ What do you think? ha! as long as good Faces have been 
in Faſhion, ſhe never finiſh'd one more to her Reputa- 


"1  Clev. Ay, ay, Madam, take your Perſon all together; 
you have N de mm in de World to be nel 
any with it, | 


Stale. Nay, my Dear, that I am, upon my wd, 
ale, * „ 
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for, as Las ſaying, I think I may, Tad young 109, 
aver that I am bandſom, rich, nay and 7 in 
ſpight of all the little inſigniſicant World — y to 
contrary. 

Clev. Why that's true that ſame World is the 
Ma a va the ridiculous ways they have got in that 
World! — You ſhall have em, when they ue 

vex'd at their Hearts that they grow. old themſelyes, 
fancy that every Body elſe grow on | in Proportion as 
they do: You hal D em, gt they happen'd to 
Dance at a Ball with a Woman, in the merty Days of 
King Charles the Second, cry, Smoak the cevetend Gers 
tlewoman; tho' ſhe has as much Cherry-colour'd Rib- 
bon, and black Hair fruz'd out as any Toaſt of em al, 
and never miſs d the Front-Box of a new Play thele Thi- 
ty Vears. | 
 Stale, The World is full of impertinence. 

t you may take my Word for it, that I am young, Ve 
ry young. 

- Clev. Oh dear Madam! youdow't think there is any ce 


caſion to convince me of it? 

Stale. No, Child, not at all as to that but beſides 
now, beſides all thefe Accompliſhments, I ought to pique 
my ſelf ſomewhat upon my Birth and Family. 


Clev. Why, that is very hard now,. .as to > this damn'd 
World gm, 


. Stale. As how, dear Clever? - 

. Clev; As how ? why that there ſhould be ſuch + thin 
2s Scandal that Virtue and Merit, like your Lad 
ſhip's, ſtould run the Gantlet thro* ſo many Viſi⸗ 50. 
every Week, ———— Why, 1 — [ bevel 
thouſand People ſay, that you nc ver had Father or Mother, 
Vakle or Aunt, Sifter or Brother, that your ſelf or any 
other Body knew of nay, nat ſo much. 88.8 
Husbend, the your Lady ſhip has had the Migforrune to be 
z diſconſolate Widow for ſo many Years laſt paſt. 

Stale. This is pleaſant, I vow ! but, dear Clever; this. 
particularly plcaſant— === the ridiculouy \ Worlds 25 


! 
| 
{ 
| 
4 
| 


* 
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on, every Body did not know my Family- —— I'd have em 


to comprehend I 1997 phones as fine young Gentlemen as 
the ever Ty Gown at the Univerfity — the- worſt of — . 

(and indeed I think that is 3.2 the worſt of em 
the derſtands Hebrew =—— A 


then my Neice at — 
that the prettieſt witty Creature, 

re Clev. Ab, Madam, 'ris not your Fertiſity is in Queſtion, 
ves, no Body can have the Impudence to diſpute that Part of 
1 23 your Family — Your Poſterity is all ſafe, but tis concern- 
10 ing your Illuſterous Anceſtors that the Doubt is rais d. 

$ of Stale. Folly to the laſt degree! —— I ſwear you begin 
ICTs to be mighty entertaining. 

Rib- Clev, You'll' pardon me, Madam, that el bave deale ſo 
| ul, very freely with your Ladyſhip 


You'll allow for 
"hit the Sincerity of Friendſhip. | 
Stale. Oh by all means, my Dear, you wrong me to 
— ſuſpe@ the contrary—— I bave Wit enough to be above 
ye - dec of thoſe talking things i Il am 
| a Forage, Auen Comptant, 
Oc . A Fortune! 
| —. Ay, Clever, u Fortuae. CN A 04 
ſides Cov. Ray hom &: dats Moegger at your being #bore 
what the World can YOu. —— i 90 Bod 
5 cin be out of r „ d 
mn d al, T dak L dete fore Lind of an lachen ts 
i Mr. Friendly—— — the Man loves me. to Folly; it am 
pleas'd he ſhould do ſos and. in ſhort, I intend he ſhall mar- 
ry me within theſe two Days. 

Clev, Well, Madam, 1 wiſh you good Succeſs but 
the World, that has been fo ill-astur d to diſpute one 
Husband with you, may try to hinder you of another— 
therefore have à Care, und make ſure of your Man while 
you can have him,———pctween the Wars abroad. 


Der nenen 
ce 1 


Euter Mariana- 
Mer. My Lady 81 u E paſible tht 1 hold mart 
 Stale; 


a 


— 
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Stale. Mariana ! this is the very Predeſtination of goa 
Fortune my Dear. Dear, incomparable Dear! 
But, Child! what, are you alone? 

Mar. Oh no, Madam, the Diverſions of thi 
Place 'draw ſo much Company to em, that *twould be 
almoſt r come alone, eſpecially in a Stig 
Coach= o deal freely with you, I came bitbe 

an Engagement with Mr. Clerimont. 

Stale. And the reſt of your Company? | 
Max. Gallant and engaging to the laſt degree. A Tem: 
pler, a Lady of Wit and Pleaſure, and a nqtable Man d 
—— _ 26 City. TOR: : 

Clev. 1 iu our can give a V 
Accounr of t P 7 

Mar. Oh, Mrs. Clever, your Scrvant. You bin 
brought your uſual good Humour hither, I ſee. 
* I am always very much at your Service, M. 


| Stale. Well, but bow have you diſpoſed of your Com- 
pany ? | | 

- Mar. All diſpers'd -—o my young Squire was takey 

up with Four er Five fine Ladies in Marks ws 


Stale. And your Lady of Pleaſure? * 
Mar. With a Knot of Rake. And my Ma c.. 
of Buſineſs is eng ag d in an Aſſair of Conſequence. * 


Stale. An Affair of Conſequence at Croydon ? 

Mar, Ay, I'll aſſure you, and very great too. r. 
Whim took him to give himſelf a t'other End & te 
Town kind of an Air, and he wou'd not pay the Coach: 
Man hereupon 7 

Clev. I ſuppoſe he beat him; ; 

Mar, Even fo, from Top to Toe he bad jul 1. 
finiſh'd him when I left em. og of 

Stale. Very pleaſant !——— But, my Dear, have you met 
with no Adventures your ſelf? 7. 

Mar. Oh with a very geod one, I aſſure you: — f. 


We BIAE XM. Ty 
Clev. Very galant! Ni ee 

Stale. Ob Mockng But ' tis like the horrible Place — 
I ſwear, my Dear, we ought never to be forgiven for 
coming hither. | % 

Clev. Oh dear Madam, be compos'd, I beſeech you — _ 
my Life ont, you meet with none of thoſe luſolencies.— 
Such little wild young Creatures as Mariana can't avoid 
the Impertinence of an impudent young Fellow; but he 
muſt be a Grenadier indeed that attack your La- 

ſhip. 

Jp Enter Mr. Scribbleſcrabble, bloody and dirty. 

Mar. Ah dear Mr. Seribbleſcrabble ! | rejoyce to ſee you; 
— I am glad you're got out of the Clutches of that un- 
merciful pounding Coaehrnan. 

Scrib, Ah de-de-dear Madam, your Slave, your Slave, 
nothing in the Earth, a Te-Te-Trifle, a Trifle. — 

Stake Is this the Lawyer, Child? | 

Mar, The fame. | . | 

Scrib, One always meets with your me-me-merry 
Wags, and your comical JET Madam, at Fairs and 
fuch like Places; or my part, I came a pu- pu- 
pu · purpoſe— | 

Mar. To be beaten? A very whimſical Deſign, 
far from a jeſt, and in my Opinion went off very tragi- 
ally on your Side. 
9s A. Not at all, Madam, not at all, a Te-Te-Trifle, a 

, | e. 
Coach Mar. Your Noſe bleeds ſadly. 

Scrib, Nothing at all, very good, very wholſome; ——— 
] 22 bleed S 8 1 
: . Men o try turn every Thing into 
d jut Humour and Mirth: 1 know Mr. — 
of old, always a Wag. - 3 | 
u met Scrib, Ah! Na. Na- Nan! Nauny Clever! By Fe-Fe- 
Fericho 'm glad to ſee thee, | || 
barnt Clev, He's a great Man at Adyentures, —<<o— the A 
erb Farthing Pye-bouſes in Moor-fietd; ring of him. | 


Ciev, a 
| Stale; 
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Stale. Well, to have Adventures is always a Mark of: * 
Man of Condition. Mr. Scribbleferabble, give me Leave il 5 
faicitate your good Fortune, 2 Mr. 

Mar. Ah dear Madam, you don't know him. — He; S, 

intimate with all the agreeable Rakes about Town, wen © 
a lac d Hatywith a ſmart Pinch ia Vacation-time, and pin be " 
at Picket at the Temple Chocolate-houſes. - 
- Serib, Tr- truly, Madam, if it were not diſcountenate l s 
in the City, I do think a de-de-demy Caſtor, with a rien 
ſhionable Edging, a very Ge-Ge-Gentleman-like kind of i * 
an Ornament. Cz] ** | 
- Clev. He is a very Terror to all the Husbands of I © 
Ward he lives in. two Chandlers Wives, beſide A 
a Haberdaſher of ſmall Wares's Daughter, have been tu 
out of Doors for him within this Half Year. 

Scrib, Ah me- me. meer Waggery, Sc-Sc-Scandal 
What ſhou'd the Ladies ſee in me? r 

Clev. Oh that Spirit, that Wit, that Agreeable Free 


Scrib. Something of a fr · ſr- frank manner, Madam 1 
ah, ab, ah, —— but wh- what's that, what's that, Madam? F. 
But how come you to know me!] I value my f 
upon being cloſe. | 
Clev. What, d'ye think the World knows nothing? 
But beſides, whatſoever be ſays, he loves to make a Noi 
with bis Adventures. DIES 

Serib. Aa, fy, fy, fy— no, no, no. ; | 

| * an ugly Fact, 
Stale. Pretty Expreſſions of his Paſſion! 
Clev. Then *tis the little peeviſheſt Creature, rather than 
not quarrel he'll quarrel and box with his Miſtreſs her felts 
then ſhe, you know, naturally reſiſts, than an Uproar, out I for 
comes the Prenticeg, —— _ . dals 
Stale. What! engage with the Dameſticks? 

Clev. Up with Paring- ſnovels, Blows abound, and the 
Lover is rueſully beaten: for the Cloſe of his Adventure. 

Mar. Suffering for the Ladies is gallant 3 and you ſee Love 
is his foible, But what ſays poor Madam . 1 
all this? » NCR TR Fg Ser, 


_ 
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T7 Scrib. A a 3. 8 2 4 a6 1 bo Ht f 
Stale. His Wife? What, has he a Wife? Oh unfaithful -- 

Mr. Scribbleſerabble! - | 5 

-Het Scrib. Na na- name her not, name her her not, I ſay. _ 
Clev. Marry but we will tho ſince, to her Praife 

be it ſpoken; ſhe's an Example to the whole Pariſh for Pa- 

tience and good Houſewifry. | "oy 

anc] Scrib, Shall I tell you? My Dru-Drudge, my Conve- 

2 { WY niece, my patient Grifſel,—— ſhe in the Be- Be- Ballad 

od s Type of her, and I am her n- n- noble Marquis, her 

Lord, her great Turk, by Fe- Fericho. 
| the Stale, What, a barbarous little gallant Perſon it is! 
May. Why didn't you bring her with you to-Day? 


\ 


— Scrib. What, about Bu- Bu- Bus neſs? — Inco-co-con- : 
gruous, Madam. No, I left her, I left her 
ng Clev, Penſively at home, I warrant you. 


Scrib. Mending the foul Clothes, and the Childrens 
pe- Stockings; — but let us leave her to her Co-Co-Cow- 
heel and Pint of Ale, and talk of other Matters Have 
am; jou ſeen Mem- Mem- Mr. [ To Mariana. 
Mar. aſide.) Huſht ! a Word with you. No naming. 
of Names — hark in your Ear. ' 
Mariana whiſpers Scribbleſcrabble. 

Clev. Yeu fee, Madam, what a baſe World it is, how 
falſe the Men and how miſerable the Women are 
The very Scribbleſcrabbles of the City have got into the 
way of deſpiſing their Wives. 

Stale. Tis too true, Child; and there are very ſew in 
this fantaſtical Age, that the greateſt Merit can oblige to 
ah Conſtancy : —— And if I didn't think Friendly a Man 
felt that had a very exact Gout for Merit, one that enter d roy 
oer r into Merit, extreamly far, almoſt as far as tis poſſi 
3 for one to enter into Merit, I ſhould hardly truſt my ſelf 

in his, or any Man's Hands, | 1 
| he Clev. Look ye, Madam, he may enter into Merit 88 
* far as another, I don't diſpute that, Madam; but 
Lone Vill you keep him from being weary of Merit, and bay. 


5 to the of my Diſtem 


* 
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ing his Belly full of Merit, as they ſay, getting rid of Me 7 


rit, turns Merit off again? Sir 
Stale. For that, Child, I truſt to my Merit, 'ris m s 
own, I know it, and F truſt to it. 44 25 
Clev. Matrimony's an uncertain Game. 
Stale, Tis fo. But you know we Wome bui 


love Pla Befides, Rally apart, my Phyſica 

tell we, that I ſhall never be free from the Tooth- ach, V+ by 

_ , and a Scuryy Humourthat haunts me Spring 2nd 
all, till, ab! ah! (you'll pardon the Misfortune of my 

Cooftirution ) till I have another Child. Ny 

they fay if I had Twins _ be better, 2 


Clev. Nay then yh hed ee peer 
„and IN as poſſi 
the Seaſon for Phyſick ſhould be over. the 
Stale, My Dear, I See you're bubie. [ToMarians] Wel us. 
go on before, 
May. But a Word, Madam, and I wait on you. 
Ftale. Clever and I'll walk on before—————] youl 
r 


— 2 ſee the Mant 
our p ever tee the 7 
Stala 80 15. err 
ſter he was obſcene, rude, ö 


=— but the mantegur 
Clev. His Lady? 
Stale. is very well bred, and had a deil 
of Wit. This is ber Day, I believe; if ſhe ſees Com- 
pany here, we'll vifit her, | 
Clep. With all * Heart. = [ Exeum: 
Mar, Look ye. be careful, you may expect every 
thing from Mr. 555 Bounty; for 2 
Valle, Il undertake hall ſer bis Name to the Decd 
when they are ready. 


Scib, Gene. they are here 0 


© & nnn d 2B 


] want nothing but 
— Name to fill up the Blanks with. 


Mar, 


* — * 
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Mar. 3 ere you — he writes himſelf 
Sir Timothy T. of Kingquangcung xi. EO 
Serib. Vie 15 . Fagan N-Name is that for 
2 Proteſtant Pu- Pu-Pariſh! * 2 
Mar. Tis a Name he has given to a new Houſe he has 
built hard by here. You muſt know he has got his Eſfate 
by the China Trade in the Eaſf- Indies, and at that time 
grew ſo fantaſtically fond of the Manners, Languages Ha- 
bit, and every thing that relates to thoſe People, that be 
refers em not only before thoſe of his own Country, but 
all the World befides. *'Tis ridiculous enough to ſee bow 
he makes himſelf be dreſs'd and ſery'd exactly after the 
Chineſe manner. þ 7 | | ar | 
Serib. Ve- very whimſical, fe · fe- faith and troth. . 
Mar. But buſht! — here's our Fellow - Traveller. 
the Temple Wag, that came down in the Coach with 
us. | . | 


Enter Pinch, and two N omen in Maks. . 

Pinch, You tell me you are very paſſionate a 

1 Mast. What, are you ſuch # Monſter not to believe 
me when I ſwear? X * 

Pinch, It is really inconſiſtent.Vou have known me 
dut two Minutes and a half, and you intend to bambeuale 
ſors me out of a Beef Stake. | . 

1 Mak. Not for that, my Dear, indeed; - but 
if we ſhould dine together we ſhould be ſo facetiou — 
Je and I can tell you ſomething of ſome Body that lodges at 
the Black-boy and Still in a certain Place. | 
* 2 Mask. Hark ye, Madam, come away, Madam, =— | 
We won't be beholding to the Pimp. | 

I Mask. No, pray , Madam ; Pl aſſure you, Ma- 


very dam, I know the Geatleman, he is a Relation 
2 of mine, and 


Pinch, Bite! 

2 Mack, What dye mean, Pimp? ha, Pimp! What's 
Pte, Pimp? Will you give us a Bottle of Wine, or uo, 
Mar, 


Pimp? 
Puch. 
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Pinch. Why then I tell you No. 
have told you my Mind without a Bite, pox. 

2 Mask. Dammee, Madam, come away, Madam; 
there's Madam Foorſtocking at the Greyhound ſhe ha 
brought down a Couple of Bob Wigs out of -Cheapſia, 
ſhall treat us both. — Look ye, Pimp, I ſhall meet you 
ſome Night or other in the Play- houſe Paſſage, and then 
III bite you, I will ſo, Pimp you! [ Exeunt Mai, 

Mar. Mr. Pinch, your Servant; I yow Im afraid 
you're very ill-· natur d you treated your Ladies yery 
roughly, methought. 

- Pinch, Oh no, dear Madam, by no means, Madam — 
I am fond of the Fair to the laſt degree; by the ſolem 
Powers, Madam, —— Your Ladyſhip is, as I may (ay, 
Biter, Madam. 

Mar. Upon my Word 'tis very innocently, for I dont 
know what it is. ; | 

Pinch, Oh dear Madam, excuſe me for that ng, 
no, bite, bite, Madam, that won't paſs indeed. 

Mar. Nay I muſt confeſs I take it to be ſomething 
that is very entertaining, becauſe I ſee it makes up 1 
great Part of the Conyerſation among you fine Gentle 
men. 

Pinch, Oh your only new Way of Humour. — W 
that pretend to be Men of Wit and Pleaſure do nothing 
but bite all Day long. | 

Mar. But pray; Sir, as how? for Example alittle. 

Pinch. Why as thus; ſuppoſe now I ſhould ſay Sir S- 
mon Snuffie was a Wit, | 

Mar. A Wit! he's a Politician indeed, and a ſmart little 
Gentleman; but for a Wit | 
_ Pinch, Bite! there tis now Why he's no more 
a Wit than I am a Politician, Or now if I ſhould fay | 
am going to Moſcow, or that I am to be Lord Mayor, or 
that the Cham of Tartarys my Couſin-German, that the 
Pope's a Whig, and the 3 King a Reformer, Beauty 
to be aboliſh'd, and Matrimony and ugly Faces to prevail; 
How! ſay you with a grave Face indeed: Bite, ſays ee 
an 's 


And now ! 
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that's all you ſee it is the eaſieſt thing in the World. 

Scrib. Tae &, eaſte, fe · fe · Faith and Troth. 
Why this is nothing but Lyin Here I have been 
a Biter, Man and Boy, theſe Thirty Years, and never 
knew it. f | | wo 

Mar. Well, I ſee yotrare a true Biter, and a right Wit 
of the Age, by winding up your Jeſt with Matrimony 
but have you been a Sufferer by the Ladies, that 
you ſpezk ſo ill of their Profeſſion? _ 

Pinch, Pardon me, not at all, Madam, only for the 
Grace of Wit, and to make up the troll of the 
25 merrily conceited Perſons are us'd to do. I am Matri- 
mony's humble Servant, came down to this why individual 
Town of Croydon to pay my Reſpects to it, and am 
to ſubſcribe my ſelf imony's Bond- ſlave to · mor- 
row. 
2 And who is the Nymph that is to be made 
appy ? | 

Pinch, Happy! ah ha, Bite, Madam. Tam to 
be married indeed, but no Body's to be made happy. 

Mar. You are ſuch a Wag one dos nt know where to 
hve you. Well, but who is it that is to have the 
Honour of being your bitten Bride, for bit ſhe 
will be, that I foreſee already. | * 

Pinch, Right, Madam, for, as you ſay, I ſhall bite her, 
tho ſhe be Bone of my Bone never ſo much — You 
muſt know tis one Madam Angelica, Daughter to Sir Th 
mothy Tallapoy, a rich Merchant hard by here. 

Mar. Handſome to a Miracle, I ſuppoſe. .. .. 

Pinch, Egad I don't know, that's as the Fates ſhall ap- 
point for you muſt know 1 never ſaw het nor ber 
Father in my Life, nor heard. of them till within theſe 
Three Days, when a Comical old Fellow, a Father of 
mine in the Country, ſends a Servant of his, one Gre- 
gory Gramble by Name, (whom, by the way, I bit Seven 
times before he could tell how a... Father. and Mother, 
my Brothers and Siſters, my Unkles and Aunts, aud the 
relt of my Relations in the Country did) to a ; 


- 
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he had agreed with a Gentleman for a Wife for me. 
] receiyd the News, bit the Bearer again, and then ſent 
him to notify to my Father-in-Law, that is to be. 
1 And in Conſequence thereof you are come dom 
ither? | 
Pinch. To bite the Old Gentleman and the reſt of ny 
Croydonian Relations, conſummate with his Daughter, ad 
beget a biting Generation for the Benefit of Poſterity. 
Mar. aſide to Scrib.] You ſee this is your Man- 
beſure you do'nt loſe Sight of him. 
Scrib. To-te-tace's the Word, Madam. 2 Word to 
the Wiſe I'll be-be-bite bim, 1 warrant you, 
Mar. You're ſo intent upon this Fair Lady, { In 
afraid we muſt wes or of your good Company. 
Pinch. For that Fair Lady you ſpeak of, time enough 
ul marry her to-morrow time enough, I'll warrat 
ou ll her —— Can ſhe deſire more? — 
t for you, Madam, I would forſake the greateſt Prin- 
ceſs upon the Earth, tho ſhe were fair as the bluſhing 
ae Plece of Gila 
Mar. ear! this is a very parti iece o ; 
try. but you Men of Wit and Pleaſure are ſo 


Pack. For really, Madam, ſince the firſt happy Minute 
I had the Honour to know you, - 

May. Which was about two Hours [ Aſide, 

Pinch, I have really had the 2 in the 
World to profeſs my ſelf, Madam, your Ladyſhip's molt 
profound humble Seryant. 
Mar. Nay, I ſwear this is too much I would not 
make your Lady jealous for the World. 

Pinch. Madam, hall I tell your Ladyſhip without 1 
Bite, and by the folemn Powers, I am and ſin- 


cere. 
* ſtrange Inclination to take ou at your 


_ Zinch, Od! fo d here am I that will make 
ie our; Lr 


Iiir rr zz 
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Mar. Give me your Hand ll have a good Opi- 
jon of my Beauty, and intrench upon your Bride's Pero- 
ive; for this Day I receive you for my Servant, and if 
pu don't like me when over, as well as you do 
> you Geog oe your Lewy Miftreſs at Nig and 
pad. Od! T lik —— Faith 
Pinch, Od! I like this m —— y-— Fai 
Od! there's 6 god dedl of ee in it=— It's like © 
rival before Lent, =——o——— or a 
Mar. * — wg Fg ou 
Ys as merry as y 5 
Pinch, Or like----- or hold---- ſtay or like a Biti 
da Beating, 2 g and Crying, or like fair Wes⸗ 
her and foul, or lik ny boner nr» 
Awards, or ke 
Mar. Phoo! Phoo! —-—— Come along, I'll warrant 


VOU---- 
ws DEI ON I don't — ſomewhat 
s very merry melancholly --- But, as 
ie Sankey, and to come thongs = * 
[ Exteum. 


E I 


S 


A SONG 


SFS S$S 


or Buſs, and {fonts ee 


pruſh'd me ru — 17 
I 2 ＋ — . faith 
To talk to me of _— 


But when I roſe and would be gone, 
She cry d. Nay, whither go ye? 
Young Damon aw; now were alone, 
Do what you will with Cloe. 
The End of the Firſt AG. 
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enen 
en rd r nor aur e t f yt 
Enter Sir Timothy Tallapoy, Te or Thee Servants ridi- Ml 
culouſy habited haling in Grumble. * 


Sir n 00K ye, Sarrah, 1 will put you into the . 
3 Hands of the Tang,” which is, according 
to Interpretation, the Officer that delighteth in Juſtice, Ml he 
which is, according to Engliſh Expreſſion, the Conſtable If 
of Croydon; —— Pl whether the Laws of this 
Land, 'as corrupt as they are, will allow o in Enormi- 
ties like theſe. - | I* | | ' 

Grum. Yauſt charge the Conſtable wi mg ——Yauſt 
me f th' Stocks now! Maiſter's Worſhip, Sir Peter 

Pinch's Worſhip, and my Lady Pinch's Worſhip, and young 

Maiſter Pinch's Worſhip, the young —_— Worſbip, 

they'lt take't budge kaindly o yaur Worſhip to put their 

* z th? Stoucks for bracking the Boble there. 

Sir Im. Profane Raſcal! Sirrah! It was the Pagode, or 
Repreſentation of the great Callaſuſu, who was Nephew 
to the great Fillimafo, who was deſcended from the illu- 
ſtrious Fokienſi, who. was the firſt Inventer of eating Rice 

Platter Sirrah! if you had been at Nanquin. 


— * 


or the great City of Xam/e, you had ſuffer d Death, Sirrah! 


Death, you Varlet! | 
| Der Angeles. 
Ang. How now? What's the Matter? What has this 
Fellow done, that he is taken into Cuſtody ? 
wr The Pagode, the Pagode, he has broken the 


gent Y 
Sir Tim, Get you in, Huſſy, incontinently I fay: — 
You have not that Regard and Venerarion for things 
which deſerve Regard: and Veneration, which any civilly, 
modeſtly, of 'virtuouſly * diſpos's 'Perfbn” may have, can 

dave, muſt have, and ought to have, Huſſy. | 
P Grum 
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Grum. Yauſt mak ſuch a Raut and a Hurly-burly, I | 


yau'ſt no ſtay till young Maiſter come bere _ 
I'e pay fort Pe pay for't aut of my awn Pocket, 


— here bauy another, [ "Offering Money. + 
Here's a Raut with a Railazu and a Zu, bar Pox. 
L Aſide. 


Sir Tim. Monſter of a Fellow! Take him away 


from my Sight Confige him in the loweſt Part of 
T Edifice, ev'a in the Cellar away With bim, 
| 9.— f 


| Exeunt Servants with Grumble. 
His Maſter will be here to-Day, and Iwill demand Jutlice, 
of him —— I will demand Two Hundred and Seventy 
odd Blows on his Beily, Three Hundred on his Breech, 
and Four Hundred and Twenty Nine on the Soles of his 
Feet, ——— Well, Miſtreſs, have you diſpos d your ſelt in- 
continently to marry the Mandarin Mr. Pinch to-morrow; 
according to my Commands? 

Ang. To-morrow, Sir? to-morrow's very ſoon, 

Sir Im. By the Majeſty of Pekin, an' you mutter, Huſ- 
fy, I'll have you marry'd to-night, and then you'll be out of 
your Pain by to-morrow. | | 

Ang. Pain, Sir ? — — Upon my Word, Sir, tis 
not the matter of the Pain, Sir, nor the being out of the 
Pain, that I ſtand upon; but upon my Word, tis a ve. 
1 thing to be forced to marry a Man one don't 

by, 8 
Sir Tim. Moſt provoking impertinence ! 


- 
. 
* 


— to 
diſlike a Man before ſhe ſees him, only in Oppoſition to 
my Paternal Authority. No, Huſſy, | know the 
true Reaſon tis not that you diſlike him, but be- 
cauſe you like ſomebody elſe ——— you have ſer your 
Heart upon ſome of thoſe vain frothy young Mandarins 
of that imperial, but abominably vicious City of London,. 
call'd Beaux. wks 8 | 7 

. Upon 2rd, Sir. — N 
2 ie Bo ſilent, I ſay. For ought I know 
you deſign to join od; 
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Sect, which they call the Biters, thoſe Sons of the Ser- ,, 
= that inhabits in the Houſe of Smoak. —— By the 

reat Lama, I had as ſoon ſee you married to the Giant Sir 
 Tanſu, who inhabits in the prodigious Mountains of Tur- 

tary, and eats an hundred and fifty Virgins every Day in 4, 
the Weck, but Fridays and Saturdays, and then he lives 
upon old Women, as good Catholicks do upon Stock- 
Gl, by way of Mortification. | 5 

Ang. Well, Sir, you may do what you __ with me, 
2 you ſhall never make me forget poor Mr. ol 
Friendly. 

\ Sir" 2m Ah ha ! Said I not fo ? Does it go 
e? 

Ang. For his Eftate, tis as good as your Mandarin 
Pinch's; and for his Ferſonal Qualifications, I'm ſure 1 
Know em too well not to vindicate em againſt any Man- 
durin in Chriſtendom. I don't know why 1 ſhould 
not pluck up a Spirit, and tell this old Chineſe Father of Nom 
mine his own. LA de. 

Sir Im. Why bearken to me; my Daughter; (I will Nam 
reuſdn with ber) thou hiſt been bred up like a virtuou 
and a ſober Maiden, and would'ſt thou take the Part of a 
profane Wretch, who ſold his Stock out of the Old Eaft- 
India Company, and. ſhow'd his ſcurrilous Wit in making 
a Jeſt of the worſhipful Traders? A ſcurvy, idle Varlet! 
A wicked Vurlet! 5 | 

ng. Well, Sir, if he took his Stock out of one Fund; 
that he was weary of, he'll put it into another that he likes 
better; and that's what all the young Fellows about Towaſk, 
do, that d Buyneſs. | 

Sir Thy, A wicked, wicked Wretch! ————— 
might have put into the New then, if he did not like th 
Old, —+-— but to be of neither? — ——— Talk nc 
more of him —— thou wilt put me into a Cha 
and it will be the worſe for thee, — ——— A naught 
ill-principled young Man, to. be of neither Zeft- 
Company! | | 


ay 
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zer- Ang. Well but dear, dear Father, will you make 

the Ine marry this ſcurvy Fellow I never ſaw? L550 

ant sir Tim. This is immoderately yexatious! ———— In 

Ar- od truth I am reſolved. | 

ia Ang. Are you? - Why then ſo am I, and let 

Ives Ihe Mandarin look to't. 

ck- ¶ sir Tim. What a- prodigious thing is the Education of 
1 Engliſh Darnſel! yl | 

Ang. ¶ Aſide.] How fantaſtical is the Difference between 

old Fellow's' Judgment, and a young Wench's Incli- 

tions! =———Od! I have a good Mind to ſpeak 


£9 Wert. 

s, Tim.] I muſt marry him then, ? 
lars ¶ sir Tim, Poſitively. oy 
re 1 1g. Well, 1 ſhall make 
Man. Sir Tim. A good Wife, I hope, Gentlewoman: 
10uld Ang. No but what's all one, ſuch a ſcurvy; 
er of Wominable, whimſical, coxcomical, miſerable, oddiſh, ex- 
ga mplary kind of a Husband of him, that the moſt 


ham of Turtary, that you umd to tell us of fo, ſhan'c 
ow his Fellow among all the merry Men in his Coun» 
and fo I am reſoly d I'l tell him che firſt time 


| Exit Angelica. 
Sir Nm. Well! tents this is a moſt 
zitious Age nothing but Diſobedience, Im- 
dence, Debauchery, Biring, and all kind of Wickedneſs 
but no matter; _— I will comfort my ſelf after the 
unner of the ſage Philoſopher Tyckung, who liv'd Fif- 
en Thouſand Seven Hundred. and Fourteen Years Two 
— HeBonths and Three Days ago, and let the World rub 


Eaſt ſee him, 


ket I will ſend forthwith to my Correſpondent at 
alk room for a new P —— | will mary my 
Chalte@ughter to the young Man I have provided for her 
aught and after that I will incontinentiy eſpouſe the 


oft amiable Mariana, and engender a Male Off-fprings 

ho ſhall drink nothing but the Divine Liquor Tea, and 

wohing but Orient Rice, u be brooght up af 
2 
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the Inſtitutions of the molt excellent Confucins, 
And I will moreover in the mean time divert the melan 
cholly Facultics of my Mind in beholding the Diverſion 
of this numerical Croydon Fair —+—P———— | will behold 
the moſt noble Exerciſe of Dancing on the Ropes ——. 
J have beheld it with Delight in the flouriſhing Empire of 
China, I will behold it here again. But lo! here 
are of the Frequenters of this Place — they ſeem Li 
dous, or Men of Rank I will ſalute them ac 
. to the manner of the moſt glorious and wiſe Ci 
n Enter Pinch, and Scribbleſcrabble. 
Sir Timothy ſalutes em after the Chineſe manner. 
Pinch. Come along, my little Scribbleſcrabble, 
we ſhall find the Ladies ſomewhere hereabouts 
Hey! Who have we here! What, are you the Man wih 
the 43. 60 77 * 
Scrib. By Fe- Fe. Fericho, Sir Timothy Tallapoy. / 
Sir Tim. Young "am may the Gardena 1 
Graces be ever flouriſhing . but 1 delight not it 
Wax- works. 
Pinch, What then, the Vigo Plate? 
Sir Tim. I am ignorant ot your Intentions. 
Scrib. Auſht! Squire, Squire Pinch ! 12 
Pinch, Oh ho! What, you're the Man that bought the 
right Italian Fairy that was born at Hampſtead? 
Sir Tim. I am a Mandarin of this Neighbourhood, and 
gelight in a new Manſion. 
Scrib. A Wo-Word w'ye. [ 4/ide to Pinch 
- Pinch, Oh Pox! that's juſt at the Town's End, wit 
pan» Ale and Collar'd Beef over the Door; the Suſſex 
Scrib. Are you me me. mad Come away, | 
tell you this is a poor unfortunate Gentlemar 
that's cro2'd '—— He was Mace-bearer to the Lord 


Chancellor of Muſcow, and was turn'd out of his Place * 


Ei 


tor having more Wit than his Maſter — 
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Jin, happened not to be dull enough to be in with that 
Miniftry, loſt his Place, hurt bis Head, oor Man? 4 
Pinch. Very ſtrange, Faith! Odd, I'll bite him 
never bit a Mad-man in my Life. 

Scyib. Poo, poo! Come away. 

Pinch. By the folemn Powers I will Old Gen- 
teman, your Servant. 

Sir Im. Moſt flouriſhing Youth, I congratulate = 

m 
2 


Arrival at the Village of e Came you 
the Imperial City of L ? | D 

Pinch, Yes, yes, we came from London. | 

Sir Tim. And do the moſt ingenious Imparters of No- 
jelty afford any thing that is new? 

Pinch, There's comical News, Faith, in the Flying Poſt 
It's given out and rumour'd, that ſeveral great 
Men, and Beglerbegs in the Weſt- Indies, have declar d for 
the Rebels in Hungary. | 

Sir Im. Sir, ſhall I tell you? T am not concern'd for 
wy Tranſactions which are or may be in the e- Indies. 
—— Sir, you are a Stranger to me, but I deal plainly 
with you, I am no Friend to any thing in the eff. and 
m poſitively refolv'd, Sir, never to have any thing to do 
with Weſtminſter, Weſt-cheſt:r, Mit Smithfield, or the Weſt- 
. No, Sir, the E, I think, is more properly the 
WCconcern of every good and honeſt Man. Vo 

uke m —_— Sir; and if you have any thing from 
the Eaſt- Indies, ſo, Sir, for to tell you my Mind freely. I 
don't think there is a good moral Man on this ſide the 
Cape of Good-hope. 

Serib. By Fe- Fe Fericho, that's much! 

Sir Tim, Always excepting ſome of the worſhipful Tra- 
ders to the aforeſaid Eaſt- Indies. 

Pinch, Why, Sir, both the Companies are concern'd in 
the Project, and are to furniſh 

Sir Tim. Sir, let me toll you, they are a wiſe and a pru- 


———— 


ent — — 
Pinch, Bite! bite! my Dexr: 


B3 2 
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Sir Tim. How, Sir? why? where? what? meaning 


whom? bj Ti 
S What ? why Bite, Old Gentleman, that's al 4 
ite! ' ' a> ty > * . 
Serib. Good lack! how he looks! de- de· dear Squire fair 
come away. Nn c 
Sir Tim, Tis all falſe! tis impoſſible! 'tis not in Na — 
ture! Sir, you're a Son of a Bitch. Sir, I am a Man * 
darin of the Tribunal of juſtice I am a Trade rio. 
to the moſt excellent Oriental Countries I nevei tho 
Was bit in my Life, nor ever will be bit, that's more, b | 
the Majeſty of Peking. 3 3 wh 
Scrib. Dear Squire, have a Care, that's a very hard Stich bit. 

in his Hand, p gfe Ho 


Pinch. Let me alone, you ſhall ſee I'll fun him Lo! 
I' fun him, I warrant you. Come old Gentleman Ye: 
[To Sir Timothy, ] no Harm, only a little Merrimeadſ Fre 
— l give a Bite, and I take a Bite bite m 


Sir Tim, I would as ſoon commit Felony or Treaſod * 
l thank a good Conſcience, and a virtuous Educ: a 
tion, I am none of thoſe; Go, Sir, ' whoever you ar 
| 1 an idle young Men —— and your Parents — Bu 
ſay no more! I would not have any Child of mine com 
near you. for oh Dear If 
[ Lifting up his Handi bol 
| Pinch, This is fooliſh enough, faith! this old Fellow i t 
very helliſh and very ſtupid — —— What an I warrant yo dre 
you take us Biters to be ſad Dogs? e a 
Sir Tim. By the Majeſty of Peking, and fo I do — I tak Pe: 
— to be worſe than Popery, Slavery, Presbitery, Rebel 
n, Plague, Fire, Famine, and a ſtanding Army to boot] jeſt 
bat a Condition is this poor Nation in! Wha 
with Plotters in one Place, and Biters in another, and ye not 
no Body's hang d for either. | ſer, 
Pinch. What ſtrange Enemies theſe old Fools are to u 
Wits! —— Well! *cis a wonderful thing in Nature, but 
certainly there is ſuch a thing as Sympatby and 1 


The BIT E Rx. 34 


Sir Im. I have, I thank my Stars, ſeen Governments 
where Immorzlities of this kind were Death, Death by the 
Law,—— There are Princes! The King of Junquin, 
and Emperor of Fapan, and the Serene Cham! I would 
fain ſee a Man pretend to bite in their Courts, | 

Pinch. Say you me ſo? Od! would I were well there 
——— ] and a Knot of Wags that I know. 5 

Sir Tim, And what would'ſt thou do before their glo- 
rious Thrones? — - by they'd hang thee, hang thee up; 
thou wre:ched Puppy! 

Pich. Wou'd they fo, old Boy! Come, Pl! tell thee 
what, that's fair, —— [I'll hold thee an even Wager that L 
bite the Cham of Tartary, bis Royal Relations, his moſt 
Honourable Privy Council, and all his Miniſters, from bis 
Lord- Keeper to his Corn-cutter, within the Space of one 
Year and Six Months from the Day of the Date of theſe 
Preſents. | : 

Sir Tim, What, his preſent Majeſty ? 

Pinch, Yea verily. | 

Sir Tim. The Cham that now reigneth 7 

Pinch, Cham or Keyſar, all one to Peter, i faith. 

Sir Tim, You lie, and you're a Raſcal, 

| [ Beating him round the Stage. 

Pinch, Pſhaw ! nay ! pooh! what's this for ?—— w 

: 5 if a Man pays Scot and Lot . pray, Si 
old, Sir. . 

Sir Tim, I'll bite you, you ! Bite, ha! And 
are you a Biter too, Sirrah ? * [ Iv Scribbleſerabble. | 

Scrib, No, no, no, as I hope to live —— I am a civil 

ble Man, and a City Solicitor, 

Sir Tim. I ſhall put you in mind once more of his Ma- 
jeſty of China. [ Beating him again. 

Pinch, 'Tis very well! very well indeed! It a Man may 
not be a little harmleſly witty ——— why, Mr, Serib6le- 
ſcrabble, help! Murder! help! 

Enter Clerimont, he interpoſes. i 

Cler. How! Mr. Pinch ſuffering under my Unkle! — 
Pray, Sir, bold your Hand. 

| B 4 Sir Tim, 
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Sir Tim, Art thou there, Varlet! thou Enemy to Ef. 


India Companies! thou Villian thou! 

Cler. Pray, Sir, be pacify'd. Sa. 
Sir Tim. Sirrah! I will never be pacify'd--— I ght 
this was one of thy wicked Companions —— but T'll be 
reveng'd of you all——1 will ſo. —— Bite the Cham of 
Tartary | [ Exit Sir Tim. 
- Scrib, Mr. Clerimont, here has been a dresdful Un- Ca- 
Cataſtrophe; but harkye, the Squire and your Unkle' didn't 
know one another _—_ 

Cler. That was lucky indeed! Enough! — ee. 
What unlucky Accident was this! Well I profeſs 1 am ve- 
ry ſorry for it. O he's a mad old Fellow I wiſh be 
han't hurt your Ingenuity -— 1 ſwear ke has batt@ the 
Ourſide of it moſt abominably. WM 
Finch. He has broke all my Head here, only for N Word 
ſproking. | [ Holf Sing: 
As | hope to live, I meant no more Harm! —— Ant 
has all Blooded my Neckcloth here — J don't know. what 
to do, not I. . 

Serib. The Squire wou'dn'c be perſuaded, he wou'd bite 
him, and fo the Me- Matter happen'd. | 
Cler. See, here are the Ladies Come, Courage — "twas 
a Mis fortune your Wit brought upon you, and fo the bet- 
ter to be endur'd. 1 

Enter Friendly, Mariana, and Stale. yo" 

Pinch, I'd ha' given a Hundred Pounds out of my Poc- 
ket, this ſcurvy Rus neſs hadn't happen'd. 5 

Mar. What, d'ye turn away from me? Unkind Mr. Pinch! 

Pinch, A little out of Order, Madam, that's all. 
Cler. Oh, he has had a Misfortune. - wh 
Mar. You fright me to Death! The Matter? 

Cler. Only a Rencounter, a Drubbing or ſo ! Hark, Tl 
tell you. [ Whaſper. 

Pinch, Dear Mr. Scribbleſcrabble, look in my Face 
How Co I look? ſadly! ha! 

Scrib. Truly that Blow upon your Forehead has diſcom- 
pos'd your Phifiognomy ſtrangely, 
Pinch, What, ruful! diſmal! Serib, 
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Scvib, Bat ſtep aſide here, and vye'il get ſome Water and 
a Patch, and furbiſh up your Countenance again as well 
5 ever. | 
Pinch Will you be ſo kind? T ſhall acknowledge the Fa- 
your the longeſt Day I have to live. ö 
[ Exeumt Pinch and Scribbleſcrabble. 
Mar. Thus it happens, between too much Wit and too 
little Valour. x * 
Friend. The poor Corps indeed has a damn'd time on't 
that's match'd with a pert Underſtanding, and frequently 
ſuffers for k eeping bad Company. N 
Stale. Well, for my Part . deduc'd it from a long 
Concatenation of Obſervations, that nothing but ſuch ex- 
trayagant Accidents attend upon the Converſations of thoſe 
Impertinents they call Wits, — Mr. Friendly, I will beg 
one thing of you — not that I pretend to any lufſuence; 
but People in my Circumſtances do commonly ask one 
thing, my Circumſtances ! Eh! Mon Cœur! what In- 
diſcretion ! my Dear, you'll Pardon me? | 
Mary, Oh dear Madam, why this Reſerve among Friends?” 
You know Mr. Clerimont and Iare of your Party. —Come,. 
out with your ee you Lovers have ſome little 
fond Requeſt or other to make before Martrimony. | 
Cler. Yes, yes,— as not to chew Tobacco, to ſhift in 
your own Dreſſing-Room — to have a Convenience a- 
part, Or —— ' Lak." 
Mar. O filthy! O abominable! no, no, none of theſe--but- 
Whatever it be, I'll cagage Mr. Friendly ſhall make it good. 
Friend. Your moſt obedient humble Servant. | 
Stale. Well, Mr. Friendly, tis only this: That for my 
Sake, you wou'd never bite any Perſon, of any Sex, Age, 
or Condition in the World ; but that, above all, you 
wou'd forbear your devoted and moſt engag d Friend and 
Servant. | 
Friend, Forbear you, dear Madam? the moſt reaſonable: 
Requeſt that was ever made in the World. 
- Stale. Not that I wou'd have you miſunderſtand me 
PERO" oe B 7 Friend, 
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Friend. If any Preſumption of mine has given. your 
Ladyſhip occaſion to think —— | 1 
Stale. Ob fy! no, Mr. —_ S why | 
Friend. I do here ſolemnly ſwear and declare, in the 
Face of the World, that from the Day of the Date of theſe 
Preſents I will moſt fincerely refrain, abſtain and for- 
1— — | : 
| Na Piſh! why this is'nt it, this -is'nt what I mean, 
this isn't what I'd be at. . 
Friend. From any matter or thing whatſoever that has 
2 honour, in any manner, to appertain or belong to your 
yſhip. | N 
Mar. Was ever any thing ſo inſufferably ill · natur d? to- 


miſtake a poor Woman ſo aukwardly, and turn her plain 


Meaning fo quite contrary to her Inclination. 
Cler. But if it paſſes ſo, I am miſtaken. | | 
| Stale, Why I tell you, and tell you again, you take me 
wrong, Mr. Friendly. | 
Friend. Madam, I woud'n't preſume to take you at 


Stale. Shoo! how fooliſh this is in you, Mr. Friendly! 
this Rallery is very mal 2 propos, Mr. Friendly. ——— PII 
vow, if you perſiſt in ir, Mr. Friendly, you'll. make me 
extreamly angry with you. 

Mar, Madam, what's the Matter ? 

Stale. A tooliſh double entendre, my Dear.. | 

Mar. You're diſcompos'd. N 

Stale. 'm 2 ſo with a double entengre; a double 
entendre always diſcompoſes me, eſpecially when they will 
op eo wrong way, in ſpight of all one does to take 

the right. 

| Mar, Nay, then there's ſomething in it indeed —— Mr. 
Clerimont, come, you muſt join with me— We'll do Mr, 
Friendly a good Office in ſpight of bis Tecth ; this myſt 
come to an Ecclarciſſement, it may gro to a Quarrel elſe. 

Stale, No, my Dear, there's no fear of that, I hope 
Let me ſmell to your Hwngary- Water a little, Mr. Friendly. 

Chr. Kind Creature! what a Look: was thereh, what a 
Smile! | Friend, 
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Friend. What a Grin! like s wooden Cut of Scoggan ber 
fore a Jeſt-Book. | 
Cler. Oh Brute! go to the Lady, for Shame, 
Friend. Madam, you know my Forbearance was only 
a Mark of my Reſpect. [ Going towards her. 
Stale. Ah! You Men! — well, I ſay no more — why 
would you put me in this Chafe — you know how it is 
with me always I warrant you my poor Head will 
ſuffer for it this tro Days feel how it burns — 
Mar. Was there ever ſuch a nauſcous Five and Fifty 
Fondling! ——— but how do I know but Age and Folly 
may make me ſuch a Monſter? 
Cler. Never, tis impoſlible, 
Mar, How, Clerimont' ſhall I never grow old! 4 
Cler. Certainly, if you live but ſurely the Wit 
and Tenderneſs of my Mariana can never degenerare to 
the Folly and Fondneſs of ſach an Ideot To me, 
you muſt be always as you are, thus dear, thus agreeable, 
the conſtant Object of my Love. | 
Mar. Oh, fie, fie! a marry'd Man and talk of Love! to 
bis own Wife too! - They'll hear you, and laugh 
at us in their turn, it you han't a care. e. 
Stale. But do you ſay you'll put me out of my Pain by 
to-morrow morning? Tis extreamly kind. . 
m_ I have given you my Word, and you may de» 
upon it. | | 
Stale. The Expedition of your Performance will make 
amends for every thing 'Tis exceſſtvely kind. 5 
Friend, Huſht, nota Word more Mariana and Ce- 
rimont will find Matter of Mirth out of it, and turn our 
Happineſs into Ridicule. REES OP"! 2 
Mar, See here's foreet Mr. Pinch again, as gey as if this 
Miſhop had never befallen him, and there were no ſuch 
wicked Inftrumear'as a Cudgel in Nature. 
Enter Pinch and Scribbleſcrabble. + 
Pinch. Madam, your moſt humble Servant. A ſcurvy 
kind of a fooliſh Buſineſs happen'd to happen juſt now here 
a little odly, Madam, but no great matter, Madam, tis all 
oven now, © | Mar, 


V 
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Mar. I am to ſee you look ſo well aſter it— 
Pl ſwear I 50 improv d - that Patch has 
given a moſt agreeable turn to his Face Your 
Opinion, Gentlemen. Wo 
ler. The Patch does its Part, upon my Word 
little o'th' biggeſt, or ſo — but elſe wonderfully. well. 
Friend. And are you as ſound within as without, Sir? 

Pinch, Oh to all Intents and 1 

Friend. And d'ye think you could bite as well as ever? 

Pinch, Ask my little Scribbleſcrabble elſe Didn't I 
bite your Couſin, as ſhe was dreſſing my Head? 

Scrib, None of my Couſin, Squire. 

Pinch. Nay, nay, ſhe call'd you Couſin; a fat comely 
Gentiewoman hard by here, at the Sign of the Adam and 
Eve, that ſells Sawſages and Black-puddiogs. 

Serib. She's none of my Couſin, ſhe's only my Dolle 


inch. Why the Woman's a Woman —— What, 
are you aſham'd of your Kindred? 
„ 
Aar. Ridi we e em ently. 
Cler. Come, come, no — Co. 
Pinch. Bit her! ay marry did 1 and fo I ſhou'd have 
— vb Family, and all her Generation, if they had 
phan, Babylon, and ſo forth? Knock him down! 

Scrib. What did he ſay ſhe was my a 
i h Grumbling. 
-. Mar, To ſet aſide this fooliſh Diſpute, pray ſhew me 
GRE , Which you ſaid was ſet to Mufick. 


if your Ladyſhip will do me the Honour to bear: a 


wit 


7 
. 
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What, han't I been at Muſcow, Iſe. 


800 F ' 


The Bir © 


our Dialogue. : 
Thyrſis. RIS, I have long, in vain, 
1 I Been your fon and wore your Clog; 
* "Tis but juſt I ſbo d complain. | 
er? Smse you uſe me like a Dog. 
t 1 | 
Iris. Faithful Lovers are but few; 
NN rw . 


57 — wi Yi 2 Maid. 


ely 
and 
les Thyrfis. Die a Maid! So 
hat, 


„ pretty! 
tl betas by all thts : 
Dis # Maid! I'll ſwear 'tis pity. 
riß. Iris. Bite! Thyrfis, did you think 1 wo- d 
2 — be mink 
Here kiſs the Book and ſwear : 
we e 


Ie. Thyrfis. Bire! Iris, now I think all's fair. 
Chorus, Bite ! Thyrfis, now I think all s fair} 


ng. And well we may agree, | 

me Since thus we love upon the Square; 
: ; . | 

ue, . 


ria i Cle. Rarely perform'd, upon my Word —— Mr. Pinch - 
fore bas his Gifts what ſay you, Mr. Scribbleſerabble ? 
Scrib, Mighty well indeed, Sir, — the Squire is a fine 
Gentleman, that's the truth on't-— but let him be never 
ſo well vers'd in the Arts and Sciences, he ought not to 
refle& upon the Family of the Scribbleſcrabbles, oh 
* 211 : 4 2 


£ 


— 
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Cler. Oh no more of that 


Serib. What if I did marry Mrs. 2 
ce pr s Daughter, Þ didn't her * 
I hope; no, I diſdain em, I make her 
and f to 12 themſelves, I keep em under, 1 
Enter Bandileer drunk, and Mrs. Scribbleſcrabble. 
Mrs. Scrib. Nay, dear Couſin Barnaby, where wou'd you 
| Haul one Pl ſwear I have cat ſo much Gooſe, and 
drank fo much Sack, that I am almoſt in a Quandary 
Hiccup — goodlack! now I have got the Biecokey: well 
J won't drink a drop more, profeſs novy. 
Band. Look ye, take no ro of that, I'll carry you to 
a Friend of mine, d'ye ſee, and there we'll have a br of 


oo Br cure your Hiccup, I warrant you 
Nothing but a cold Stomach, Coufia. 4 
— In the Name of Aſtoniſhment, what may theſe 
be, Child? 
Mar. Ha! as I live, Mrs. Doroehy Scribbleſcrabble in her 
own proper Perſon. 
Stale. What, not our little Man of Law's Conſort? 
Mar. The very ſelf-ſame, as l'm virtuous ——— he's 
half bouſie too oh rueful! 
Band. Dear Couſin, let me buſs you——— 1 love y 
. y. e — 
Scrib, Oh gemini! — Hiccup —— What makes 
pau nds rude —— Hiecup — don't ye ſee all the Gentry 
— for ſhame— Hiccup ——— If our little Simon 
ſhould hear of this now —— Hiccup. 
Scrib, Ha! how! ** NN 4 1 «Ate o 
Turning e Wi 
Mar. Now for the Denouement of the R * 
Mrs, Scrib. Oh law! — I am ruinated and undone — 
there i is my own Husband. 
_ Secvrib, Is your Name Dorothy? ba Anſwer me thut. 
2 ow, bop Fort 22 
Scrib. What is the reaſon that you ſet at nought my Su- 
periority and Authority, and d-de-dareto come ther Sith 
out my leave? Anſwer me quickly Come! Mo bon 


=—ha? 
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Mrs, Serib Nay, dear , don't bo 

he came to. Hiccup — n Gn 
rel I pany I wou'dn't, Foe al oh V. 290 have come, 
her 


Hiccup'— but that know I gore Sack Hiceug 
— . 3 
Serib, Cuc me no Couſin. Who am- I? 
on Anſwer me quickly — who am 1? ba! 
and Band. Look ye, U ſtand by my Coutio,. She's my o... 
— I Coulin, tho I am but a privateGentleman Soldier, whereak. 
fell, what argues that — my Name's Barnaby Bandileer,, , . 
Mrs. * Well, well, Iknow- who you are well enough. 
a to W you are my Hony- Hiceup but tis very 
lard if one muſt not Hiccup ——or go 2 lctle abroad: 
-— {© with a—— Hiccup Relation, or ſo Hiccup 
Scrib. Go! you're a Quean. 


neſs Br Mar. Oh fie, Mr. Scribbleſcrabble ! what! this to the Wife 
of your Boſoml 


her YÞ $66.1 You'ce a Carrion Tin eng dd and Chaſtiſement 

N Srale.. How ? yeu little Brutal you ——» My Dear, my 

ſhe's Dear, 12 Mariana. 
for the Honour of the Sex let us never ſuffer the poor Wow 

you ¶ man to be inſulted before our Faces —— Sure any. Two of: 


her. FE 
+ us to-keep a — 7 in Order. 3 


- — 
4 — — ed. 
— — — — — — = * = - — — — 
ä — — —— — 


ORCS row bas av raves ev: 
C 


— ot 1 und fling, and 
Serib, Simmy. Simmy 
— flew —— and ding up and foe i= youll 


my — Hiccup — 
15 7 Go thou fe- fe-ſe-fo-fe- falſe SD Elope, be! 


r to your Gallant, go os, .. SES oh 


40 De BTE R. 


Mrs. Serib. Ob law? — Hiccup-— this is very bitter: 

{| Sobbing and Crying, 

I have had ſeven Children, beſides Four Milt „and 

very hard Times of em all, by him, and to be us thus 
this is very hard. 

Band. Look ye, Gentlemen, I —-_ t well know what 
to make of all this I am amaz'd, or fo, tis tru. 
but ſhe's my own Couſin r lodge in Vine gar -· Tard 
2 every Body knows me only came for the Di- 

verſion of an Interlude, or ſo— Do you know any thing 
of this matter, Sir? To Pinch, 

Pinch, Fooliſh enough, Faith! why really 1 
don't know what to ſay to theſe odd kind of Circumſtan- 
ces ; but pray may I crave your Name, Sir? 

Band. Sir, my Name's Barn 
" Pinch, Your Chriſten Name, mean. | 
Band. Oh Sir, your Servant, Sir; Bandileer, Sir. 
- Pinch, What, is Bandileer your Chriſten Name? 
Band. Sir, I don't know what you mean; but Tm balf 
Seas over 
Pinch. Very merry upon my Word, ( Mr. Bandilzer's 


woful drunk ) [ Aſide. 
— 2 ſober——— you've hardly . Lips 
to Day 

Band. Say you ſo, Sir? 

- Pinch, Bite. 


Band. How's that, Sir? Hey day! what, FI behind 
me ? Look ye, Gentlemen, Fu rope ha iy 
Friends. 

- Pinch. Knock bim down. | 

[ Standing behind Band. and making a very great 2 

Band. How, Sir! Dam ye, Sir, that won't paſs neither 


Sir. 

- Friend. Oh no harm, no harm, good Mr. Bandileer— 
you wuſt not be 14 The Gentleman means only 
Merriment He's an arch Wag, if you did but 
know him. 


Band. Look Ye Ontlene, if that be all, the Gentle- 
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man is 2 r to me, and I may be a 
to him — PI — py, or two-at 
Fours with him, if be's ſo far forth diſpos d. 

* th Look. i you han't — and down till 

weat like any ipe your own 
— 2 — —— 

Scrib. Aa! ——— did I think you wou'd ha ſerv'd me 
ſo! — Go——you're A hiccupping Beaſ I've 2 
good mind to ſend you home to the Family of the Pati- 
pans, I have ſo, you en- u- u· enormous Cockatrice. 

Band. Look ye, I brought my Couſin out —— I took 
her up, as they ſay, and fo, d'ye ſee, I'll ſet her down 

in. ; 

* Theſe Fools begin to be troubleſom, we muſt 
get rid of em. Ha! here's Clever too come 
wich Intelligence from my Unkle. | | 
Enter Mrs. Clever. 1 
* there's Succeſs in your Face, I dare ſwear the Deſign 
rives. 4 

Clev, Admirably ——— the Plot is juſt as that in 2 
Critick's Play, the Parts are all ready, and we are to begin 
within this half Hour; but I hold it convenient to diſperſe 
this impertinent Audience firſt, that we may rehearſe in | 
private, a 

* You have no farther Occaſion for my biting Lo: 
yer | | ' 

Clev, He may diſpoſe of his Perſon how he 
we ſhall hardly find him of any further Conſequence. 

Mar, I'll pin him to Madam Scri4bleſcrabble and ber 


* 
— 


bouzy Gallant, and turn em adrift together. But 
what ſhall we do with my dear Friend Stale ? 
Clev. Let me alone with her. Engage Mr. Friendly 


to tip off with the firſt Opportunity, and leave the reſt to 
[ To Clerimont. 
| . to turn her looſe af- 
ter him F 


Clev, I muſt confeſs, running away is not the beſt 


my Management, 
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Proof a young Fellow can give of his Courage; but for 
the preſent Occaſion tell him 'tis neceſſary for the Swain 
to fly, and the Nymph to purſue, —— | 
| 2 leave Word with his Man where we may hear of 
{ m. l i 
Aar. Well, I vow, Mr. Pinch, you'll engage me ex- 
treamly by this piece of Service. [ Fo Pinch aſide. 
| This little impertinent Lawyer has a Bus'neſs of 
Conſtquence to look after for me here in Town, and 
this unfortunate Affair of his Wife does fo exaſperate his 
Choler, that he'll not think of it till we get her out of 
the way, | 1 K 
Pinch. Where ſhall I attend your Ladyſhip? 

Mar. Any where here in the Town. 
Pinch, At the Greyhound? | | 

Mar. As proper as any, where we'll be all with you im- 
mediately, and divert our ſelves at the Expence of the Fa- 
mily of the Scribbleſerabbles, 
Pinch. Well aug immoderately — Does your Lady- 
ſhip know what Fun is? | K 
Mar. No—— but it's no matter for that. 


Pinab. No, as you ſay, Madam, it's no matter for that; 
but ll ſhew you ſuch Sport, ſuch Fun, — I'll bite Mr. 
' Bandileey, — Look ye, Mr, Scribbleſcrabble, we'll have no 
more Words of this matter, your Lady is a virtuous Per- 
"ſon, and a good Wife, ſhe bas born you many Children, 
but we have all our Failings. 
Serib. Ah! name her not, dear Squire — 
Mar. Mr. Scribbl:ſcrabble; let me adviſe you in this Ad- 
venture I have engaged Mr. Pinch to ſerve you in 
1.— Y [ To Scribbleſcrabble aſide. 
You may truſt your Wife with him, and all will be well. 
Scrib. Ah de-de-dear Madam, the Squire's a Gentleman 
— it wou'dn't grieve one to truſt ones Wife with 
— but juſt going hard by, we'll follo 
Mar. They're but ] « w 
em preſentiy. 


>. 
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Serib. Squire, dear Squire, have an Eye to Be-Be-Be- 

M3 ge Bandileer Fog row miſgives me pl . 
e to Pine 

Pinch, Bitel Dye think 1 don't know, what: to do? 
Trouble not your ſelf. Mr, Bandileer's very much in 
2 no matter for that, he il bite ſo much the 

[ol ——— 
Hum — bum — You were a ſaying, Sir, [ To Bandileer, 
your Name was 

Band. Yes, Sirz no Offence, l hope. 

Pinch, Oh none at all, ſo much the better; 1 love Bar: 
naby of all Names, I was born on 2 Barnaby · bright. in the 
3 I have ſeen you ſomewhere or other for cer- 


n moſt an Eqd, Sr. ˖ 
Pinch. In Drury - Laue / Ay there it A 
mightily miſtaken, 1 have bit a Corporal that belon 
N but L bars — 
— | » 1 
Band. og ack belike. © is. 
Rae Madam. 


Lou and I, and your Oouſin here, we'll ſtral off, and have 


one healing Quart of Walnuts and Sack at the Greyhound. 

Zjor » m— entertains my Lady Stale, Friend- 
201 E 
Band I — needs ſay you're a very civil Gentleman, 
Sir, and if you'll ſo far demeanor your ſelf, Sir, — Look 
ye, Sir, if my Couſin be willing I came with 
my Couſin, Sir, and 22 Ro Ae Coulin, Sir, III ſtand 
and fall with m my Couſin 

/ Mrs. Serib. Im 1 your ſelf ſo like a Gen- 
* that hic But if my Simon ſhould 
take a new Vagary oh dear hiccup —— 

Pinch. Oh never fear that —— The Ladies have. under- 
taken to bambouzle him — they'll make him know his 
Duty, and beg your Pardon —— now ! -— now take your | 
time and ſteal off take care of your Couſin, ä 
. 4. ccria 
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Mrs. Sib. Oh dear, my Hiccocks is very bad. p 

Band. Look ye, Fl fans and fall, that's my Word. 
L Exennt Pinch, Bandileer, and Mrs. Scribble: 

Serib. How ! ba! what! r 


yt Huſntl be quiet, come hither. 
Serib. Squire, dear Squire, have a care of Be-Be-Bay- 


ar, Didn't I tell you this was the only way to get 
rid of your Wife's Relation? 
þ Serih, 1 acquieſce, Madam, I 2cquieſce. 
Ol. Hrs e ode Patience, Madam, and Til gt every 
| [ 4djufting Lady Stale s Head. 
I — wy ſhip uſes uſes to be the niceſt Creature in 
the W 22 — In the Name of 
Wonder, —— d it be th that 970000 you to- Day? 

. Stale, Oh I cou dn't bear any aukward Body's Fiſts as 
bout me -] can't tolerate any thing but my own Wo- 
n don't you know my Woman! 

Clev. Oh dear, yes, Madam, Mrs. Fiddlefaddle. 

- - Stale. Tis the carefulleft Creature z ſhe has liv'd with 
me ever fince the Reſtoration, and never adminiſter'd a 
— the thing to me, or fiuck-a Pin amiſs, n 

Clev. The Reſtoration! That's a long time indeed. — 


Your Lady ſnip's Maid-Servants I believe are much more 


conſtant than your Men. 
Stale. The Reſtoration did I fay? the Reſtoration? 
Memory! what 2 Thing is my Memory! I meant 
other Publick Buſineſs that has happen'd here. 
Clev. The Revolution? 6 
Stale. Ay, that, that, — I take ſo little Notice 
of —_— lick News! ——-——— But, as I was ſayings 
— s the heedfulleſt Perſon in any —— that relates to my 
n. 
 Clev. I wonder ſhe ſhould put fo — 
Hair; I ſwear one might ſee it look quite 
Indeedthat was a Fault in Mrs. Fiddlefaddle. 


| Stale; 
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Stale. Huſht! dear Clever, I wou'dn't have Friendly 
hear you for all the World. | | ey 
Clev. Oh no . N | 
Stale. Not but that mine was a meer Misfortune —— 
The ir; Fright at that ſame Revolution me into 
Fits, and; frighted my poor Hair grey all o the ſudden, 
| Beſides, Mariana here knows my Relations, we 
are all grey Ten Years ſooner than other People. I come. 
of a grey Family; don't I, my Dear? but then I wou'd 
not have Mr. Friendly for many Reaſons think me in 
Years, I know he deſigus having an Heir to his Family, 
and ' 


Mar. But dear Madam, why do you put ſelf 
in pain for his hearing us? I thought be left the 
Company by yaur Order. 

_ How left! whom, Child? What, is Mr. Friendly 

- | 
Clev, Gone! Didn't you ſee him? I'll ſwear I 
you had put him upon that piece of Gallantry. 

Stale. Gallantry ! oh perfidious! can it be poſſible! dear 
82 your ſelf, or I'll yow you'll put me into 

Hiſteriques. ; N 

Clev. Nay indeed I thought it look'd a little odd for 
Mr. Friendly to abandon a Lady in your Ladyſhip's Cir- 
cumſtances, for a couple of the trapiſheſt Creatures I ever 
ſa in Masks, ſo miſerably riggd, with dy'd Linings 
and tatter'd Furbelows. | 
Stale. The little neby inconfiderable Huſſys! but, dear 
Child, tell me, did he ſeem fond? 

Mar. Very good! now for my ſhare of the Lie [ Aſide. 
Exceſſively loving; nay, they were but too well int- 
ed, that's certain [ heard em call him by his 
Name · Are not you a dear Dog, ſays one of em: 
What, my little Jenny, quo he! and immediately whipp'd 
one Arm about one, and t other about t other, and away 
they ſcuttled together ſo familiarty I warrant you. | 

Stale, Which way are they gone? | 

Mar. That way, Madam: but it may be nothing but 
in innocent Frolick, , Srl, 
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Stale. A Frolick, my Dear? Ah, the Devil take ſuch 

Frolicks, I fay. You don't know what a Concern I am 
in; be has put me off, with a Pretence of bis catching 
Misfortunes (as he calls them) by theſe common Sluts, 
theſe twenty times already; and if he fhould catch another 
Misfortune we cannot be married till he's well again, and 
that will be a Month, or three Weeks at leaſt ; Sur- 
s are ſo unskilſul, and ſuch Knaves, and I am fo fear- 

| of choſe matters my ſelf, —— Well Dear, my Dears, 


forgive me. 4 
5 | [ Exit Lady Stale. 
Mar. Oh by all means, my Dear. Ha, ba, 
ha!' —— What a terrible Fright my cear Friend was in, 
under the Apprehenſion of a Diſappointment, N 
Clev, I muſt own I have ill Nature enough to rejoice 
exceedingly at her Ladyſhip's Vexation 3 ſhe has been a 
ſtanding Incumbrance upon poor Friendlys Pleaſures for 
theſe two Years, ſhe has watch'd him with as much Jea- 
louſie and Perverſeneſs as a barren Wife. | 
- Clev. And has been as uneaſy to him as a barren Wife's 
Mother, and as provoking every way —— But let her be 
forgotten, as ſhe ought to be, and think of your own 
Matters 1 have juſt now left your Uncle, 
Mar. Very much in Love, I hope. 
Cler. That is, juſt as much a Fool as you found him: 
Clev. To a Tittle; he's ſtark mad; Love and Peking, 
that is, your Ladyſhip and the Emperor of China, have 
turn'd his Brains He has made a Chineſe Song upon you, 
and I left him ſinging it to an Oriental Kettle-Drum, as 
he calls it. Next to the great Cham and Mariana, I be- 
leve I have an Intereſt in him, 1308 
Mar. I ſuppoſe you have been promiſing largely in m 
Name, what I am never to perform, 


Clev. Nay that d 8 u ; a little Love, Child 
Ge all 7 epend pon you 0, 


8 
Mar. Well, be ſhall have all I cau ſpore. 


Clev. And I dare ſwear that's more than enough for 
bs Orientat Occaſions, . 
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chr. But I ſuppoſe you den wich bim u in the way 
of Trade — what Return for all this? 

Clev. The Return an old Man uſually makes. 

Mar, Ay marry, and what's that? VET 
Clev. To do all he can for you — nd no 
more. 

Cler, Very fair, I think. | 

Mar. Vil put him to it, I promiſe you 

Clev. I told him you had reſolv'd upon parting with 
ſome of your Fortune to a poor Relation of yours, and- 
that you oy uir'd him to join with you in that Settlement 
25 a mark of his Love, without further Enquiry, and then 
you would be his as far as poſſible. | 

Cler, Well, and what Anſwer to that? | 

Clev. Oh he was all Rapture! conſented to ir, and 8 a 
immediately by half a Dozen Chineſe Saints, with deviliſn 
hard Names, that he wiſh'd he could make your Relation 
Viceroy of Eaftern Tartary. . 

Mar. Oh my Relation ſhall thank bim; I wiſh be may 
's „ or bim, when they come Wer 
be Il quainted. 
mn Cler. That I doubt of. 

Clev. He expects you immediately ; ; as we go l' infrut- 
Mr. Clerimont how to diſpoſe of himſelf. —— Are your 
Deeds ready ? 
gs Cler. Have you done as you were ordered in that mas- 
ve I ter, Mr. Scribbleſcrabble * | 
us Scrib. Yes, Sir, the Deeds are ready. © [ Sighing. 
as Clev, The Deeds are ready! —— What doleful Voice 
2x» is that ? Can that be Mr. Scribbleſcrabble ! Is it poſſible the 
gay, the witty, 54 Mr. Scribbleſcyabble ? 
ny Scrib. Ah good lack! my — falſe-— oy 
you don't know that. 
Id, Clev. Falſe! is that all? A Trifle — be falſe be 
| us falſe to her as ſhe can be to you tor the Life< — 
Give her as good as brings. F 
for in Ge Nay, I 1 14 im 27 bo the Grade of 
a Gentleman, a OW, as he is, to 
diſcompoſe 
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diſcompoſe his Noble Soul for any thing a Wife enn do 


or ſay. 
us oibes it, or will do it in a very 
little while longer. Indifference is the Word, and 
- 0” ies Ran may diſpoſe of her Perſon as ſhe 
thinks fit. 
Scrih, Nay, I badn't ſo much cared for it, hadn't it been 
for that Son of a Whore, that Be-Be- Barnaby Bandileer. 
Clev. Care for it! Nay, if you once come 
to care for your Wife, farewell Gallantry,——— why 
ou will be Company for no Body but Haberdaſhers, 
Tinmen, Trunk-makers, and ſuch comical kind of Peo- 


ple. 
Serib. Nay, I always had a Spirit above theſe pe-pe- 
paultry Matters too ene ede. dont know how I 
came to marry the Jade, unleſs it were for Form ſake, or 
out of Cu- Cu · Cuſtom, as they ſay. 

Mar. No! - And tho you fancy you are vex d at 
her now, I fancy tis only for form's ſake, and out of Cu- 
ſtom, as you ſay come, come along with us, 
and think of the Hundred Guineas you're to get of Mr, 
Friendly, — — Why twill buy you Claret and Mirth e- 
nough to make you actually believe you are a Widower. 


Ws © Exeunt. chat 

wot 

x all t 

now 

F I. | RE. 

8 Swain, give o'er thy woing, able 
Sighmg, gazing, kiſſing, coomg | 0 
"any Fr . : is, 1 
All that follows after Kiſſes, | a 
The very beſt, the Bliſs 22 0 
Is as dull @ Foy a1 this is, | * 
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Tos Mets | 


Prove the Nymph, and taſte her Treaſure, 
Tell me then, when full of Pleaſure, a 
What dull thing thou can ſt diſcovers 
Duller than a happy Lover. 


_ Silly, filly Swain, give over, gc. 
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AC TIL S CE N-E-L 
SCENE, Sir Timothy Tallapoy's Howſe. | 
Enter Angelica, Mariana, and Mrs, Clever. 
- {7 ELL, Madam, don't you think my Father. 
. now one. of. the ſtrangeſt old Gentlemen 
that ever you ſaw with your Eyes? Oh gemini! I 


wou'dn't marry ſuch a ftrange ſort of an Old Fellow for 
all the World, 


Clev. No, nor ſhe neither, Child, notwithſtanding all 


the violent Proteſtations of good Will ſhe made him but 
now, 


Mar. 1 ſwear T think there is ſomething very agree- 


able and entertaining in Sir Timothy s Humour, 


' Clev. Nay, indeed, all the Ill that you can ſay of him 
is, that he's an old Man, and for my part I think all 
Old Men are alike. X 

Ang. Oh dear, in what, Madam? 
Clev. In being for — 2 —— 
ng. Oh dear! I don't. think fo, I fancy I could like 
forne ſort of Old Men Ys they're ſo civil and 
| com- 


- — 
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complaiſant, and ſo neat, and ſo clean, and ſhav'd ſo 
cloſe, I warrant ye. 4 . 
Mar. Should you like Mr. Friendly if he were Old, 
Madam ? | | 
Ang. As for Mr. Friendly indeed, Madam, he's à kind 
of a perfect Stranger to me, ſo that I don't know -what 
Judgment to make of his Temper or Inclinations; he 
may be a very good ſort of a Man for ought I know, 
not but that I can't help thinking Mr. Friendly has ſome 
Humours may make a Woman very uneaſie, when .ſhe 


Clev, Not ſo abſolute a Stranger to him as you are: 
[Smiling.] Are not you a little Hypocrite? Hark ye; 
75 bo [ Hitring her with her Fan, 
Do 2 intend to be marry d to-night to a Man that you 
are fuch an ab ſdlute Stranger to? PF 
Ang. Oh la! I wonder what makes you talk ſo = 
who could put ſuch a thing into your Head ? 

Clev. He that put it into yours, Friendly, | 
_ Pll ſwear he gives himſelf a ſtrange Liberty of 
ing. | | ; 

Mar. None but what you'll forgive him for, I dare 


{wear. | 75h 
Clev, He fancy'd, if he didn't tell, 2 wou d. 
Ang. Well, I wonder at his Confidence. 

Mar, For being before-band with you. Really Love 
Matters are come to be manag'd after a very fantaſtical 
manner, and all the Care is now, not who ſhall keep the 
Secret beſt, but who ſhall tell firſt. ee 

Ang. I'll vow 1. have a good Mind not to have him, 

N eee 
, wou as t » Madam, 
to fall out with him, andbe Tir ſelf. 

Clev. Shel] confider better of it, never fear. 

Mar. Well, but dear Madam, we are of your Party, 
and I hope you take us to be ſo much your Friends as 
to deſerve your Confidence You know we have 
no other upon Sir Timethy, nn 
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fo 111 between Mr. Friendly and you; to a happy 
Conc . | 

ld, Aug. Nay, really, 1 muſt needs fy 1 have been in- 
nd finitely oblig'd to you, dear Madam And indeed 
my Father is ſuch a ſtrange kind of a Man, that I don't 

he Nee what riſque I run to get out of his Clutches. Well, 
Zoot you know Mr. Friendly, Madam. [To Mariana. 
Mar. A little, Madam ; not ſo well as you do, I fancy. 
Ang. Oh dear, yes to be ſure you do, and a great deal 
better too; but do you think he'll make a good Hus- 


ee eee with theſe wild young 
Fellows. 

Mar. All Gameſters that play deep, and puſh for a For- 
tune, run Hazards, and for my part I am always for 
iſquing with a wild Fellow rather than a tame one 
denden were he never ſo wild, Matrimony will make 
him bate of his _ as they ſay that have try'd it. 

Ang. I'll yow I have heard he drinks a World of Cla- 


ret. 

Cv. And you fancy that will make him fo flees 
2 If I don't wonder what you can mean by that 
Well, Mrs, Clever, you are the maliciouſeſt Crea- 
ture, you are always a teazing one; but I am reſoly'd 
bows! pes a you at Night, when we are a- bed to- 
gether, | | 

Cleu. A- bed — for Shame 1 wou'dn't 
tbandon your Bridegroom for me? TY mg 
m, . Nay, Mrs. Clever, know when you-lye here 

you-iye 
you always uſe to be my Bed-fellow, and you ſhan'e be 
af, Not out of your Bed for any Body, I'm reſoly d you 
all lye with me, and we'll lye awake and talk all Night 

g —— Nay, I'm reſoly'd I'll piach you if you won't 


Ys e awake and talk to me. 

cle. No, no, you know I'm the ſleepieſt Creature in 
ve ide World: You had better pinch Friendh, if he 
1 Pont ye awake, and talk to you. 
a C 2 Ang. 


tand ? I believe he's a firange wild png Fellowes really _ 
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Tu ſwear I have a Mind te you 
mad I think the m_ mad to . 
Oh gemini! | a 


Mar. Methinks Sir Timothy ftays very long didit 
he promiſe to follow us immediately ? 
Ang. He's a teaching the Servants to Dance, as they 
do before the Emperor of China. . 
Mar. I wiſh he would diſpatch the Buſineſs we want 
to have done, and go on with his Tartarian Ballet after- 


wards, 
Ang. Shall I go and tell him you want to ſpeak with 
him, Madam? | 
May. If you pleaſe, Madam. 8 
Ang. He'll leave the Cham of Tartary himſelf to wait 
upon you. | [ Going. 
Dear Mrs. Clever, if you ſhould happen to ſee Mr. Friend - 
, I charge you don't tell him we [ Coming back, 
ve been talking of him We ſhall have him ſo 
yain, and in his Airs, I warrant you. | | 
Clev. No, no, you ſhall bave the Pleaſure of betraying 
the Secret, and telling him all your ſelf —=— but pray 
make haſte and diſpatch your Embaſſy. 
Ang. Vil be here again in a Minute. 


W, Well, what think you of Mrs. Friendly that is to 
? 
Mar. She's in a moſt violent twitter. ; 
Clev. As all young Ladies of her Age are at the Ap- 
proach of Matrimony. 
- Mar. She's fo out of Breath, and fo , and fo 
grave, or br | and — — and ſo ſmiling. 
Clev. doesnt know whether ſhe | | 
A he f goes upon her 
Mar. Love!. Love! my Dear! know this Loy 
is the Devi Ha! pray look oe wht, Looking — 
is not that the maſt ſerene, and moſt amiable Mr. Finch 
| that's coming into the Court? 


1 f * LY 
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7 'Clev, 
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[Exit Angelica: 
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chu. Tis he; there are certain fooliſh Appurtenances 
belonging to his Face and Perſon, which no one elſe can 
pretend to — but I think we are ready for him, aad 
ſo let him come as ſoon as he pleaſes, 4 
Mar. I wou'd o't have him ſee me. a 
Clev. No, we'll go look upon your Orienta] Lover's 
Preparations for your Entertainment. Exeunt. 
. Enter Pinch — a Servant. 2 
Ser. If it ſnall ſeem agreeable to you to e 
moſt worſhipful Perſon in this Place, I will —— 
Arrival to Sir Timothy Tallapoy, Knight and Mandarin of 
the Seventh Order. | | 
Pinch. Tis very well, Friend, notifie to your Maſter 
with what haſte you can conveniently, but don't diſcom- 
poſe your ſelf, don't put your ſelf out of Order. 
f . [ Exit Servant; 
Very fooliſh, Faith. If the reſt of my Father-in-Law's 
Family be of a piece with this Fellow. I ſhall have a 
merry time on't among em to be the 
only Wit in the Family —— I don't know, it may 
be well enough —— tis better biting than being 
bit, certainly ——— Who'd have t that fly 
Devil, that Mrs. Mariana, ſhou'd have had it in ber to put 
ſuch a practical Bite upon one —— It coſt me Two 
Hours in Time, beſide Eight and a Penny in Monies 
number d, to ſtay for her, and ſhe never come at laſt. 
; Very pretty Manners truly — =» 1 
ſmoak ſomewhat between that ſame Clerimont and her; 
but no matter, Bite's the Word. I ſhall be even with 
her before to-morrow Morning I believe, if I 
play'd one, I play'd Forty Games at All-Fours and Sho- 
vel-Board rich Mr. Bandileer Poor Fellow, he 
was bloodily in for it at laſt ————— *Tis true, indeed. 
he drank a World of Geneva — but his Couſin 
will take Care of him She's a diſcreet Woman 
truly in the main, I believe =——— ſhe held his Head 
ſo kindly when he grew a little ſickiſn . — Ha ! 


ha! tis he! | > 
| Cy _— 
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Enter Sir Timothy Tallapoy. | 
The Lord Chancellor of Moſcow's mad Mace- bearer! =. 
How the Devil ſhou'd he get hither! I wou'd | were 
well got by him — I wonder they ſuffer him to walk a» 
bout with ſuch a Stick in his Hand. 

Sir Tim. I'll conſummate this Affair with my Son-in-law 
- Pinch as ſoon as may be, and I will then —— Ha! how! 
here is that wretched Puppy that goeth up and down ſeek- 
ing whom he may bite ls there no Place ſafe againſt 
- biring, not even a Man's own Houſe? —— You take a 
ſtrange Liberty, Friend, after ſome Occurrences that paſs'd 
betwcen us ſo lately. 

Pinch. A ſtrange Fellow this, I don'tknow what to do, 
not I —— | 'muſt try to ſpeak him fair, I think, and ſee 
if one can mollifie him that way, for tis but a Word and 
a Blow with him, that I ſee clearly. Aſide. 
Sir Tim. Now is this wicked Villain meditating a Bite, 
but by the Majeſty of Peking, I will conſound the Evil 
Imaginarion er it can be brought to Perfection 
Heark to me, young Man, you are one of thoſe that 
make themſelves merry with the moſt excellent Oriental 
Nations: This Manfion was not built to receive thoſe Peo- 

that ſcoff at the Cham of Turtary. 

Pinch. Oh dear Sir, far be it from me, Sir, to think it 
was, Sir; I can't think it was built with any ſuch knaviſh 
Deſign —— I am ftrangely tempted to bite him. [ Aſide. 
Sit Tim. I am therefore prompted to ask what Affair 
of Nepotiation might induce you to enter here. | 

_ Pinch. This is moſt execrably impertinent. [ Aſide. 
Affair, Sir? why really 1 bave an Affair. 

Sir Tim. Ay! diſcuſs to me of what Nature. 

| Pinch, Nature, Sir? If I cou d come to the Speech of 
the proper Perſon x ; 

Sir Tir. I notifie to you that I am the moſt proper 
Perſon of any one within theſe Walls to whom you 
may unfold your Bus'neſt. 

* © Pinch, Look ye, Sir, that ien't the matter I dom t 
ſay but you may be very proper for ought I know, but 
| = 
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Bus neſs at preſent moreproperly with the Gen- 
2 — * 

Sir Tim. Then 1 notifie to you again that it lies with 
me come, bar Biting, and 
Wc... Good lack! it's much 6 Loſ of « Place Goo 

this 
. 


| oing by bai: 
Sir Tim. Whither wou'd you paſs, Friend? 
Pinch. Only that way a little juſt in at that 


Door, thar all Il ſhall meet with ſome of the Family; 


won't trouble you, Sir. 

Sir Tim. Sir, I have undertaken the diſcuſſing your 
Bufineſs my ſelf, and till I have made ſſome further Pro 
greſs in it the Family ſhall not be met with, No, 
— by the moſt Potent and Serene Cham they ſhall 


Path, Pray, Sir, let me tell you, this is. very uncivils 
Sir; don't know but I may be in haſte, and-fo- 
ſorth, and may have Occaſion to ſpeak with a dear Friend 
that lies d fly ſick in the Houſe. 

Sir ts, The Manſion is ſalubrious and healthy; but if 
jc we nt, may Llapoſe yo ou to be a Maker up, or Pre- 

of Medicines; or, as the Meſtern Language renders it, 
an” Apothecary ? 

Pinch. Bite! Deer 
Tongue's End. 

Sir Tim. Hal What is it thou beer i er 

Pinch. Nothing, nothing in the ſcbe Univerſe, but 
that I wer Magn #Maryhiepminny Fore 
—— —— That's a, 48 1 hopy de breath 


Sir Tim. Prodigious! How enormouſly he 1 
Fable! Say on, I am he. tho thou knew'ft 
en thou! I am he ——— pro» 
nounce, ſay on 

Pinch. Oh dear! this is worſe and worſe! —=——= You 
he! alas! I wou d you Were bu. 

C4 Sir 
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Sir Im. Speak, what? 
Pinch. Vour ſelf, Sir, that 8 all, only a \ friendly Wiſh, 1 ( 
wou'd you were your own Man. 3 
Sir Tim, Soho! My faithſul Servants, approach uy 
I'll teach you to bite one of the worſhiptul Oriental Tra- earn 
ders in his own Manſion, Would'ſt thou infer that ? 
I am diſtracted, of a Mind not fit to negotiate? Sirrah! hav: 
I have been thought fir to negotiate and drink Tea with 8 
the moſt excellent Governor of Canton, nay with the Frie 
Viceroy, and the learned Lipous. Diſ 


Pinch, Look ye, Friend, I don't ſay any Body's mad, lent 
but theſe are odd Circumſtances, and Moorfields is a good ſtic 
Air for People that loſe Places when one comes a- 7 
bout Bus'neſs, to be - interrupted, and interrogated, and ſter 

bdambouz ed, and not ſuffer'd to ʒ 

Sir Tim. 80 bo! my Servants! . a ind 

Enter Servants, 

Pinch, Pſhaw! This is a Jeſt indeed! bey day! whine 
the meaning of all this? Look ye, my Name's Squire 
Pinch, I come to marry Sir Timothy Tallagey's Daughs 
ter. ; 

| Sir Tim, Doſt thou bite me with the dame. of mine 
Allie! the Wretch! 
| [ They lay hold on him, 
—— This is damn d fooliſh, faith and troth! —— 
— — am Sir Peter Pinch's Son and Heir, — I 
am of Wit and Pleaſure, I underſtand the Town, 
and. 1 won't be und fo, for nber 4 Mace-bearer nor 
Mad-man in Moſcow. 
Sir Tims. Incontinently 1 think thou art diſtracted thy 
ſelf; but it ſuffices me that I know thee to be a Biter, 
the Name that comprehends all kind of Villany 
Cou'd the right-worſhipful and moſt ſincere, my Friend, 
Sir Peter Pinch, a Man of his moſt — — Principles, 
a Biter! impoſſible! out, thou 
Pinch, So ho! what's there no body here —— 


* Sir 23 n + 
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4 Enter Mariana and Mrs. Clever. "3 
Civ. The Lovers will be paſt reprieving preſently 
- I left em mumbling over Matrimony with as 
— Aye. as if they were to be happy in good 
earneſt, | | 
Mar, Very well; now for our Cue here Matters 
have happen'd as we cou'd have wiſh'd — 15 87 
Sir Tim, Moſt exceeding fair, and my very good 
Friend, my propitious Stars have directed me to the 
Diſcovery of a notorious Impoſture, and your excel- 
— Perſons come every opportunely to behold my Ju- 
ice. 1 
Pinch, Well, Friend, it he be never ſo much your Ma- 
ſter, and the individual numerical Sir Timothy, I am as 
much the individual numerical Squire Pinch, as he is the 

individual numerical Sir Timothy Tailapoy. | 

| a [Tv the Servants. 
Mar. I muſt confeſs he has a ſtrange deſigning kind of 
a Face, —— I ſhou'd be very cautious of truſting ſuch a 
fort of a Man upon his bare Word. fi 
Clev. Dear Sir Timothy have a Care of him, methinks 


l fee Biting written in his very Forehead. 


,. Sir Ti, Madam, the Gage Orientals are not ear 
= | ? ' 


Pinch, Oh Ladies, you humble Servant very 
fooliſh, faith and troth! ——— Now you ſhall ſee, Friend 
——— theſe Ladies know me. Madam, here's really a 
fooliſh Adventure. | Sa ra” 141 | 

Clev. What does he mean? he addreſſes his Diſcourſe 
to us. Bleſs me, I'm afraid he's diſtracted —— hows 
he looks! For Goodneſs ſake don't come too near him. 
m— They ſay tis as bad as Poiſon to be bit by r 


Sir Tim, It is, Madam, what we may properly call au 
egregious degree of Folly mixt with an egregious _ 
f Impudence—'ris what the Learned in the I gern Ne: 
tions call a Complication, h t Wn 


Cs Finch, 


0  % BIT x 1. 


Pinch. Pſhaw! phoo! this is all fooling!- Ladies! Me- 
dam! bere are a whimſical Set of People wou'd perſuade 
me my Name isn't Pinch. 
Sir Tim, I told Ladyſhip what be drives at, he 
wou'd bite me under a wrong Name. 
Mar. And pray, Sir, oh dear hold him fat.— 
is your Name Pinch? 
Pinch, Bice! Bite! Madam. 


Sir Tim. You ſee, moſt excellent Lady, you ſee what 
he wou'd be at. 


. 40 you really think, Sir, your Name is 
? 

Pinch. Nay, Madam, I tell you Pm like to be usd 
U- is all ridiculous! Speak Truth o 
why N if you didn't know one! 


This is Biting 
— Bleſs me! my Dear! did you ever fee this Man 
before? 


Mar. Never with m 


Eyes, Madam. — Sir 
let me conjure you to 


a care, there is certainly ſome 


. 


ye What is the meaning of all this? Didn't 1 


come down in the Coach with you to· Day? Mrs, Ma- 
riana { Madam. 


Clev. The confident Wretch! He has got your Name 
too Hark ye, Friend, what good does it do 

now to counterfeit another Body's Name? Why you 
cou'dn't think but it muſt needs be found out at laſt, 
88 know the Law is very ſevere in theſe 


. 'Tis very probable he had his Eye upon the young 


s Fortune, 

poor bother — —— downright making a Fool of one: I 
thought you been more a Gent|ewoman. 

Sir Tiny, Bohee? Do [To 4 Servant, 


and your Fellows take care to confine him in the Cellar 
II will ſopplicate the Mandarin; of Juſtice that Puniſh 


——— — 
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Puniſhment may 
Away with him. 

Mar. I never ſuw the like in my Life. | 


Sir Tim: Madam, we live in a flagitious biting Age, 


and a biting Climate Away with him - For 
part I wiſh I were well turn d of the Cape of Goog- 


Pinch, Prythee be quiet, Friend ---- Talk of putting one 
in a Cellar! Phoo! — a Jeſt is that? Nay I won't 
fiir a Foot, that's flat - Help! Murder! Ladies! Why 
you won't? What, will you pull one's Arm off? Tou 
-anſwer all this---- If ever I bite any Body again---- pray 
—— ſtay — bearme— [Servants force him off. 

Mar. Upon my Word I am heartily frighten'd; be 
made a moſt terrible Noiſe — I believe the beſt way will 
be to get him out of the Houle ? 5 

Sir Iim. Fear nothing, Lady, I will ſo muzale him. 
Clev. That he can neither bite nor bellow, tis the beſt 
Courſe you can. take with him. | 

Mar. Well, of all the diſagreeable things one meets with, 
nothing is ſo ſhocking to me as a Biter — You meet with 
nothing of this kind in Chins, Sir Timothy. 

Sir Tim. *'Twou'd be Felony, without Benefit of the 


ir 


ful is that Habit of Sir Timothy's, what an Image of 
. Eaſtern Wiſdom it gives us! 

Sir Tim, They are certainly a great People; Arts be- 
gan with them —— It is thought the neceſſary Sciences 
of Eating and Drinking were diſcover d ſome Ages among 
them, before they — 4 __ 8 

Clev. Concerning ir Management I have 
heard indeed — 

Sir Tim, The whole Oeconomy of the Beard was treats 
ed of Seven Thouſand. Years ago, by a learned _ 
Philoſopher, in Fifteen Volumes. Ab, Madam, mig 


I bur hope or the Finiare of freing your Lady's | 


be inflicted according to his Demerits--- 


15 
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the moſt glorious City of Peking, I wou'dn't come hi- 
ther again t ES 


Mar. We Women are born to obey bay omg We ire 
may be ſure I ſhall follow my Huband all the 
over 


Sir Tie. Happy! happy Man will. be be. 


Enter Angelica, Friendly diſguis'd, Scribbleſcrabble 
with Writing. 

l. Here's a Gentleman enquires for your Ladyſhip. 

[To Mariana, 
Mar. Sir Timothy, this is my Relation, in whoſe Be- 
half we are to do the charitable Deed I ſpoke to you of. 

Sir Tim. Sir, you are honour's! — Your Character is 
Affinity with the llluſtrious. 

Friend. Sir, I have always conceived as much. 

Ang. Oh gemini! the Thing is done, [To Clever aſede. 
and I vow I'm glad 'tis over. I wou'du't have it to do 
Again for all the World Mr. Friendly did look ſo ” 
1 and my Heart did go ſo pit-a-pat all 


Clev. Huſht! be quiet now. You ſhall talk to me of it 
for Two Hours together by and by. 
Sir Tim, Are the Deeds drawn according to your La- 
dy ſhip's Command and Direction? 

Mar Exictly; if you do us the Honour to concur, the 
Matter is at an End. 

Scrib. You deliver this as your Act and Deed, Sir, for 
the Uſe ot this Gentleman? 

Sir Tims. I do, Sir, with my full Intentions, 

[ Mariana and Sir Tim. execute the Deed. 
end wiſh much Hoppineſs may hereby redound and ac- 
1 by Sir, 1 muſt al 

Friend, Sir, 1 muſt always acknowledge the Au- 
dhor of my Happineſs, and will taks — to 
eonvince you of my Gratitude, 

Enter Lady Stale, and Clerimont, 


Stale. Tell not me, Mr. Clerimont, I'm not to pate 


off fo — III find him out, if he be aboye Ground. 


\ 
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che. Why, | tell you he's juſt now upon making his 
Fortune, and you'll ruin Th! | vs 

Stale. I tell you Fil have him whole and ole; as the 
Law directs, with all his Ways, Warer-courſes, E 
and Apurtenances, Ill not bate him an Iach. 

Cler. [To Friendly.] Look ye, Sir, the Mattter is gone 
as far as *twill bear, and you have nothing to do now but 

to make good the Gr we have got for you. | 

Sir Tim. What is the Meaning of this? What does this 
Lady's Paſſion import? 1 14s ; 

Mar. Some Weeping and much Talking, I believe. Ten 
to One but ſhe tells us more of her Mind. 

Sir Tim. Madam, may I enquire — [Tv Lady Stale. 

Stale. Sir, I am reduc'd to the laſt Extremity, I am de- 
feated and evil entreated, I am deſeſper?, by the moſt in- 


conſtant Perſon — | | 
Friend. That ever had the Honour to be in fair Lady's 
Favounr. | [Pulling off bis Diſguiſe. 


Stale. Oh are you there, Sir? Tis exceeding” well in 
deed! I am given to underſtand that you are faichleſs, Sir, 
that you are falſe, Sir, that you are making. your Body 
over, by a Marriage - Contract, to the Daughter-of Sir 
mothy Tallapey, in order to defraud me, your lawful Cre- 
ditor, of my natural Dues and Perquiſites. | 

Sir Tim. How, moſt exceeding fair Lady, are there 


Machinations againſt your moſt faithful humble Servant? 
Is your Relation Mr. Friendly ? | [To Mari 
Mar. Since the matter is out, tis meſt certainly ſo, my 
Relation is Mr. . Friendly, or Mr. Friendly is my Relation, 
you may take it either Way. 1 
Sir Tim. But . — ! 1 hope 1 * 
Mar. But Sir Timothy ! you won't quarrel with 
him for that: Hark ye, let me talk with you a little. 


| r 

Friend, And does common Fame really ſay all this? 
Stale. Ay marry does it, to thy Sbame, Traitor | 
Friend, Look ye, for the matter of the Matrimony tis 

too true; bat for the other part, I ſtand pp for my Con- 


mw p — 


— — 
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t my ſelf my preſent, and 
7 Ladyſhip may go on with 3 26 hon 0 25 ar 


fir. 8 
Oh Wretch! do'ſt thou not the Houſe WW leav 
cou d fall down upon thee this Iuſtant? tun 


Friend, No, 1 woft in the Tieaber- work. | But 
Stale. Oh thou Wiekedneſs incarnate! How often bat 
thou look'd e er: then ſmi d and look d 


ee, 
iptul Bench here 


Friend, Never. Clev; A ſhort Auſtver that; | 
| Stale. Madam, I believe he has queer d this poor 


e 
rr. Did you cheese that filthy bony thing i ou 
ſhar''e touch mine. 

Stale. Till I have been fore'd to ery; oh! 

Clev, Very barbarous that, in my Mind. 

Cler. But no ſign of Love. 

— ved ater f my Pain 

Stale. Didn't youpromiſe me to put me out o 
before to-morrow ; out of — o put Tre FF 

Friend. And Faith, 1 think I have been as good as may 
Word ; the Devil's in t if you dont know what to truſt 
to now. 
- Stale, Ah! thou art a Fellow of ſweet Principles ! but 
I know what you want, you want to put me in a Fit, do 
ou, but I'll do my beſt to keep it down, | [Sobbing. 
8 how it beaves ] how it * here! Dear Clever, 
eaſe my Lace quickly, or 1 ſhall drop down, 1 am not 
able to bear it. 

ler. Nay, Madam, he's a moft Wretch, that's 
certain ; but fince you ſee there ood to be done 
— * had 0 —4 2 e you fall =_- 
a rder; you'll gire bim an ogcaſion of 8 
malicious Gr Clev, 


* ——— — Ga 


— — „A, 9. F. py 


- in the Cellar, notifies to your Worthineſs, that the Perſom 


nee - 


true; theſe Rattle heided 
to value a diſcreet eldet- 


certainly in the right. Ill 
leave him to his Flirt! Well, this is my Fifteenth Misfor- 
tune of this kind fince I have been 2 Widow . 
But Pl] retire into the Country this Inſtane I'm reſoly'd, 
and mind good Books, and making Sweetmeats andSalves, 
and never truſt in a Man of Pive and Twenty again. 
Friend. And will ſhe go? Will the dear Creature go? | 


Ang. Well, III fear you're © role rat Id 
thing, Il vow Pve a 7 Mind to hate you. 
* What, for cing all to you, [You deer Beck 
"rin Dort you ſee my Father 
Ang. Be quiet, can't you! my Father ? 
Sir Tim. Well, Madam, foe your Power over yout 
Slave. Mr, Fri ; as this Lady has 2 
the Honour to interceed for you; 1 declare I receive you as 
my Son-in-law, and will make good what 1 ſeal'd to for 
my Daughter's Fortune — - hope you are no Biter. 
Friend. A moſt profeſy'd Enemy to all Fools of that kind. 
Sir Tim. 1 ke you the better, you may come to good. 
Enter a Servant. | 
Ser. The Peaſant Gregory Grumble, who was itnpriſen'd 


laſt committed is the very real ire Pinch, his Maſter. 
Sir Tins, Ha! Gay thou? the Circumſtance diſpleaſeth 
Let him be reles d. I am glad my Daughter is not 
bitten however It muſt be of great Grief to his Parents, 
© Ter Ye AI IN after this manner. - j 
Pinch. Look ye, Gentlemen and Ladies, this is mighty L | 
fine, very exceeding fine; here have Gregory and I been | 
in a Cellar among old Shoes, broken Bottles, and wi 
Baskets, for no manner of fubſtantial reaſon in the Earth, 
Sir Tim, Young Gentleman, theDiſaſter has been of your 
en {ceking, renn 
a Ky. 


64 Te BIT rx. 
Ten times the Son of my Friend Sir Peter Pinch, and a 
Birer, I wou'd not affie my Daughter to you. Lb 

Pinch, Ha! —— you may take your Daugbter and flop 
your — | woud'n't marry her an'ſhe were a Cherubin. 

Mar. For ought I ſee tis well the matter has happen d 
as it tas, ſince the only one thing that ever Sir Timothy 
and Mr. Pmch could have agreed in, wou'd have been in 
not liking one another. ö 8 

Pinch. Well perbaps twas, and perhaps twan't, Madam: 
Look ye, I deſire you not to concern your ſelf about me, 
I ſhan't concern my {lf about you, poz. 

Mar. Why this is all right again, for we are certainly 
agreed as to that matter too; however I promiſe to wear 
2 Willow for your ſake, when J hear you are ſped. 

Pixch. Well, well, you may wear what you pleaſe. I 
believe I know what your Husband will wear, ſweet Ma- 
dam Nimble-Chops. | 

Mar. Don't be in a Choler, and Til bring you acquain- 
ted with w7 Husband, Sir Timothy, it is ſome time ſince 
that I have had a very particular Eſteem for your Family. 

Sir Tim. Madam, you confer Honour, 4 

Mar. And in order to make my ſelf a Part of it, about 
* a Week ago I was marry's to his Gentleman, your Ne- 
phew. [Pointing to Cleri mont. 

Sir Tim. How, to my Nephew! oh thou moſt perfidi- 
ous! is it poſſible? | 

Cler. The thing is moſt certainly ſo. Sir. 

Sir Tim. Is it ſo, Sir? why then the World is all falſe, 
there is nothing but Villany, Biting — Jilting eo—_—_— 
Pinch, Bite! What, art thou bir at laſt, Old Boy, Old 

Sir Tim, Get thee out of my: Doors this Minute, thou 
; — egregious wretched Puppy, or I will ſo batter that 

or t | 


hi | 
Pinch, Hold, keep the Peace take away his Stick—— 
what d'ye mean, ha!-what wou'd you be at? d'ye think 
Heads are made for nothing but to be broke ? Very pret- 


at. mh #44 
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Mar. Come, Sir Timothy, be pacify'd; I fancy we ſhall 
_ much better as Uncle and Neice, than as Man and 
Wife. | 8 
Sir Tim. Oh thou falſe Creature! I am enrag d, and 
wiſh all the Weſtern World was on Fire But Pl 
take Poſt for the Eaſt Indies this Inſtant, and never con- 
verſe with Man, Woman or Child. agaio, that was born 
on this fide the Cape of Good-hope. [Exit Sir Tim. 
Clev. Let him go; we ſhail find ſome way to 
him, I warrant you, when the firſt Heat is over. 
Short are the paſſionate Fits of Love, and Rage, 
Which warm the ſickly Veins of feeble Age. 
And tho' the Flame 
Blaze out, and for a Moment ſeems to riſe, 
Vet ſoon the Fuel tails, and then it dies, 
; [ Exennt Omnia 
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5 Hope the Reader will forgive 
* © WE the Liberty I have taken in 
I BE 7ra/lating theſe Verſes 
conn ſomewbat at large, without 
which it -would have been almoſt im- 
polſible to have ons Hep, Turn 
in Engliſh Poet a Subject. 
The Senſe of 2 b 15 I hope, 
0 A 4 miſtaken ; and if there ſeems 
in ſome Places to be ſome Additions in 
the Engliſh Verſes to the Greek T. "xe 
they = only ſuch as may be juſtify'd 
om Hierocles's Commentary, and 
deliver d by him as the larger and 
explaind Senſe of the Author's 
ſhort Precept. I have in ſome few 


Places 


ä 1 


r 


; Placer wentur'd to differ from | 


' Learned Mr. Dacier's French EY 
etation, as thoſe that 31 ive 
ors or the trouble , a ſiriff 
bay 6. dps will = How far I am 
right, is Aft to the Keager to 


drermine | 


THE 
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8 . 68 The greateſt this, and firſt of Laws, obey . 
5 e eee eee 


TIES Kae, del thee to thy On. 
The Heron nn ee awd, | ? 


Renown'd on Earth, and to the Stars preferr'd, 
To Light and endleſs Life, their Virtues ſure Reward. > 
Due Rights perform and Honours to the Dead, 
To ev'ry Wile, to ev'ry Pious Shade. 
With lowly Duty to thy Parents. bor. 
And Grace and Favour to thy Kindred ſhow: 


— 


72 The Golden Verſes of Pythagoras. 
For what concerns the reſt of Human-kind, 
Chuſe out the Man to Virtue bet inclin d; 
Him to thy Arms receive, him to thy Boſom bind. 
Poſſeſt of fuch a Friend, preſerve him till; 
Nor thwart his Counſels with thy ſtubborn Will; 
Pliant to all bis Admonitions prove, 
And yield to all his Offices of Love: 

Him from thy Heart, ſo true, fo juſtly dear, 

Let no _ nor light Offences tear. 


| Bear all canſt, ſtill with bis Failings ſtrives — 
And to the utmoſt ſtill, and ſtill forgive; $59 
For ſtrong Neceſſity alone explores F 
The ſecret Vigour of our latent Pow'rs, 
Rouſes and urges on the lazy Heart, 
Force, to its ſelf unknown before, Yexert. 
By uſe thy ſtronger Appetites aſſwage, 
Thy Glutteny, thy Sloath, thy Luſt,” thy Rage: 
From each diſhoneſt Act of Shame forbearz - + 
, Of others, and thy ſelf, alike beware. 
Let Rev'rence of thy ſelf thy Thoughts controul, 
And guard the ſacred Temple of thy Soul. 
Let Juſtice o'er thy Word and Deed prefide, 
And Reaſon ev'n thy meaneſt Actions guide: 
For know that Death is Man's appointed Doom, 
Know that the Day of great Account will come; | 
When thy paſt Life ſhall ſtrictiy be ſurvey d. 
Each Word, each Deed be in the Ballance laid, c 
For Wait the ping eee Gook, 
For Wealth, the periſhing, uncertain Good, oy. 
' Ebbiog and flowing like the fickle Flood, | 
That knows no ſure, no fix d abiding Place, Is 
60 
Revolye 
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— of Pybgor. * 
Revolve the Getter's Joy and Loſer's Pain, 
And think if it be worth thy while to gain. „ 
Of all thoſe Sorrows that attend Mankind. 
With Patience bear the Lot to.thee aflign'd; - 
Nor think it Chance, nor murmur at the Load; 
For know what Man calls Fortune is from God: 
In what thou may ſt from Wiſdom ſeek Relief, 
And let her healing Hand aſſwage the Grief; 
Yer ſtill whate'er the Righteous Doom ordains; | 
What Cauſe ſoever multiplies thy Pains, 
a Let not thoſe Pains as Ills be underſtood; 
F For God delights not to affli& the Good. 
The Reas ning Art to various Ends apply d,. 
Is oft a ſure, but oft an erring Guide. 
Thy Judgment therefore ſound and cool preſerve, .. 
Nor lightly from thy Reſolution ſwerve; n 14 
The dazling Pomp of Words does oft deceive, 1 
And ſweet Per ſuaſion wins the Eaſie to believe. Wi 
When Fools and Liars labour to perſuade, | 
Be dumb, and let the Bablers vainly plead. \ .Y 
This above al, this Precept chiefly learn. » \ 
This nearly does, dd firſt,” thy ſelf concern; 5 oy v1 
Let not Example, let no ſoothing Tongue, ? 9 
Prevail upon thee with a Syrens Song, 
To do thy Soul's, Immortal Eſſence wrong. · © * 
: Of Good and Ill by Words or Deeds expreft, 


Chuſe for thy ſelf, and always chuſe the beſt, ' MF 
Let wary Thought each Enterprize forerun, | | 

And ponder on thy Tas before begun, 

Leſt Folly ſhould the wretched Work deface, 


And mock thy fruitleſs Labours with Diſgrace; = 
4 $A p 
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1 The Gin vn of re. 


Fools huddle on and always-ate-in/hafte; © o 
Act without Thought; and-thoughrleſs Words they wall, 
But thou, in all thou doſt, with early Cares 
Strive to prevent at firſt-a Fate like theirs; | 
That Sorrow on the End-may never wait, 
Nor ſharp Repentatice make thee Wiſe too late. 
Beware thy medling Hand in ought to try, 
That does beyond thy reach of Knowledge lye; 
But ſeek to-know, and bend thy ſerious Thought | 
To ſearch the profitable Knowledge-out. * 
So Joys on Joys for ever ſhall encreaſe, 
Wiſdom ſhall crown thy Labours, and ſhall ble 
Thy Life with Pleaſure, and thy End with Peace. 
Nor let the Body Want its Part, but ſhare 
A juſt Proportion of thy tender Care: 
For Health and Welfare prudently provide, 
And let its lawful Wants be all ſupply d. ; | 
Let ſober Draugbts refreſh, and wholſome Fare i 
Decaying Nature's waſted Force repair; ; 8 
And ſprighily Exerciſe the duller Spirits chear. 
In all Things ſtill which to this Care belong, 
Obſerve this Rule, to guard thy Soul from Wrong. 
By virtuous Uſe thy Life and Manners frame, 
Manly and ſimply pure, and free from Blame. 
' Provoke not Rnvy's deadly Rage, but fly 
The glancing Curſe of her malicious Eye. 
Seek not in needleſs Luxury to waſte 
Thy Wealth and Subſtance, with a Spendthrift's Haſte; 
Yet flyiog theſe, be-watchful, leſt thy Mind, 
Prone to Extreams, an equal Danger find, : 2 
And be to ſordid Ayarice inclin d. 
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5 Golden Purſes of Pro 
Diſtant alike from each, to neither len, bag de 
ee Mx AN. 3 Neg | 
Be carefy] ſtill to guard thy Soul 8 2 0 
e e ee ogus. 
Let not the ftealing God of Sleep furprize, | 10 
Nor creep in Slumbers on thy weary Eyes, 5 
Ere ev ry Action of the former Dax 
strictly thou doſt and rightcouſly ſurrer. 
With Rev'rence at thy own Tribunal fland, 
And anſwer juſtly to thy own Demand. 
Where have I been? In what have I tranſgreſi de 
What Good or Ill has this Day's Life expreſs'd? , 
Where have I fail'd in what I ought to do? - _ 
In what to God, to Man, or to my ſelf I owe? 
Inquire ſevere hat- e er from firſt to laft, 15 
From Morning's Dawn till Ev'ning's Gloom, bs pſt 
I Rell were thy Dapde, rponting Soon ig 
And let thy Soul with ſtrong Remorſe be torn. ; 
If Good, the Good with Peace of Mind repay, 
And to thy ſecret Self with Pleaſure ſay, 
Rejoice, my Heart, for all went well to-day. 
Theſe Thoughts and chiefly cle thy Mad nl ware 
Employ thy Study, and engage thy Love. 
Theſe are the Rules which will to Virtue lead, 
And teach thy Feet her heav'nly Paths to tread / wo 
This by his Name I ſwear, whoſe ſacred Lore 5 
Firſt to Mankind explain'd the Myſtick FOUR, 8 | 
Source of Eternal Nature and Almighty Pow'r. 
In all thou doſt firſt let thy Prayers aſcend, ' - 
Aud to the Gods thy Labours firſt commend, 
From them implore Succeſs; and hope a proſp rous End. 5 
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wy ' The Golden Faſt of Pritagors. 

80 ſhall thy abler Mind be taught to ſoar, . 

n 
range through Heu above and Earth below; * 

. Gods and mortal Men to know. A 

So ſhalt thou learn what Pow'r does all controul, 

What bounds the Parts, and what unites the Whole: 

And rightly judge, in all this woridrous Frame, 3 

How univerſal Natute is the me: | 

Se ſhalt thou ne'er thy vain Affections place 

On Hopes of what ſhall never come r e *pugh 

pops wretched Man, thou ſhale be. taught to know; 5 ; 

= Who n Cauſe of Woe, 

N "Unhappy Race ! that never r yet could tel! 6 

How near their Good and Happineſs they dwell. 35 

Depriv'd of Senſe, they neither hear nor 5 ? 


11 qi 4504498 
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Fetter d in Vice, they ſeek not to be fre, | 

But ftupid, to their own ſad Fate agree: : aria 
Like pand'rous Rolling-ftones, opprefs'd with Ill. 
The Weight that loads em makes em roll on ſtill, 5 
Bereft of Choice and Freedom, of the Will. 

For native Strife in ev'ry Boſom reigns, 

And ſecretly. an impious War maintains: 

Provoke not T at's; but let the Combat my 


And ev'ry yielding Paſſion ſue for Peace. 
* Wouldſt-thou, great Foue, thou Father of Marking, - 
4 Reveal the Demon for that Tusk aſſign ud. 

The wretched Race an End of Woes would find. ' 


And yet be bold, O Man. Divine thou art, 
And of the Gods Celeſtial Eſſence Parr. © 
. Nor ſacred Nature is from thee conceal'd,” * 


But to thy Race get myſiick Rules rereifd. 1 
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Thy wounded Soul to Health thou ſhalt reſtore, 


The Golden Pak of Pythagotus. 77 


Theſe if to know thou happily attain, | 
Soon ſhale thou perfect be in all that T orden. 1 


K 


And free from ev ry Pein ſhe felt before. &. 
Abſtain; I warn, from Meats unclean and foul, 
So keep thy Body pure, ſo free thy Soul; 
So rightly judge; thy Reaſon, ſo, maintain; 
Reaſon which Heay'n did for thy Guide ordain, 
Let that beſt Reaſon ever hold the Rein. 
Then if this mortal Body thou forfake, - 
And thy glad Flight to the pure Ether take, 
Among the Gods exal 
Immortal, Incorruptible, Divine: 
The Tyrant Death ſecurely ſhalt thou brave, 
And ſcorn the dark Dominion of the Grave. 
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Glorious Succeſſes, Ge. 1 | 


Hambly ute 0 th n Honourble be 
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. i HIL-E Kings and Nation on thy Coun: 
* PE ſels wait, , 3 

a BA And ANNA truſts tothee the Briziſh Stare; 
= Vol Ware” wp ee une W 


*} 


L. e ce W 
And tells the Fortune of each bloody Field... 
While, with officious Duty, Crowds attend, 
To hail the * 

. FF * 
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82 A Penn os the glorious Success 
Vouchſafe the Muſes bumbler Joy to hear; | 2M 
For Sacred Numbers ſhall be Hill thy Cure: 

Tho mean the Verſe, tho lowly be the Strain, 

Tho leaſt regarded be the Muſe, of all the tuneful Train. 
[Yet riſe, neglected Nympb, * | 
Aſſert th' inſpiring God, and greatly aim 
To make thy Numbers equal to thy Theme. 
From Heay'n derive thy Verſa; to Heay'n belong 
[The Counſels of the Wiſe, and Battels of the Strong. 
To Heay'n, the Royal ANN 4 owes, alone, 
The Virtues which adorn and guard Her Throne; 
Thence is Her Juſtice Wxetches to redreſs, 
Thence is Her Mercy and Her Love of Peace; 
Thence is Her Pow'r, Her Scepter ungontrol'd 

To bend the Stubborn, and repreſs the Bold ; 
Her pesceſul Arts, fierce Factions to aſſwage, 
To heal their Breaches, and to ſooth their Rage 

Thence is that happy Prudence, which preſides 
In each Deſign, and ev'ry Action guides 
Thence is She taught Her ſhining Court to grace, 
And fix the Wartbigſt in the worthigſt Place, 

To truſt at home GopoL ynin's watchful Care; 
And fend Victorious CHuncniLr forth to War, 
-- Ariſe ye Nations reſcu'd by Her Sword, 

Freed from the Bondage of a Foreign Lord, 
Ariſe, and join the Heroine to Bleſs, 
Behold She ſends to fave you from Diftreſs3z 
Rich is the Royal Bounty She beſtows, | 

»Tis Plenty, Peace, and Safety from your Foes: 

Aud thou, Iberia! rouz d at length, diſdain 

To weu cndlav'd the Galli Tyrant's Chain 


l e Ann tec, 15 


For ſee! the Britiſh Genius comes, to cher 
Thy fainting Sons, and kindle em to Wars 
With Her own glorious Fires their Souls She warms, F 
And bids em burn for Liberty and Arms. 
Unhappy Land! the Formoſt once in Fame, 

Once lifting to the Stars thy Noble Name, 

In Arts excelling, and in Arms ſevere, | 

The Weſtern Kingdoms Eavy and their Fear. 

Where, is thy Pride thy conſcious Honour, flown; 

Thy ancient Valour, and thy firſt. Renown ? 

How art thou ſunk among the Nations now ! ̃ 
How haſt thou taught thy haughty Neck to bow, | 
And dropt the Warrior's Wreath inglorious from nt 
Not thus of Old ber Valiant Fathers bore CBrow! 
The Bondage of the unbelieving Moor, 

But oft, alternate, made the Victors yield. 

And prov'd their Might in many a well-fought Field 
Bold in Defence of Liberty they ſtood, 

And doubly dy'd their Croſs in Mooriſ Blood: 
Then in Heroick Arms their Knights'excell'd; 

The Tyrant then and Gyant then they quell d. 

Then ey'ry-nobler. Thought their Minds did move, 

And thoſe, who fought for Freedom,. figh'd for Love. 
Like one, thoſe ſacred Flames united live, 24 
At once they Languifh, and at once Revives | 2 
Alike they ſhun the Coward and the Slave, Led 
But bleſs the Free, the Virtuous, and the Brave. | 
Nor frown, ye Fair, nor think my Verſe untrue:; 
Tho we diſdain that Man ſhould Man Subdue,.; . 
renne ene 

Yet once, again that Glory to Reſ tore. 
Ins Britons ſeek the Celtiberian Shore. 
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84 4 Pox u onthe ylorious Sucteſſes 
With ecchoing Peals, at 4NN 42's bigh Command, 
Their Naval Thunder wakes the drowzy e 1 
High at their Head, 1þoria's promis d Lord, 5 
Young Charles of Auſtria, waves his ſhining Sword; 
His youthful Veins with Hopes of Empire glow, - 
Ewell his bold Heart, and urge him on the Foe: 
With Joy he reads, in ev'ry Warrior's Face, 
Some happy Omen of a ſure Succeſs ; 
Then leaps exulting on the Hoſtile Strand. 

And thinks the defſtin'd Scepter in his Hand. 

Nor Fate denies, what firſt his Wiſhes name; 
Proud Barcelona owns his juſter Claim, | 
With the firſt Laurel binds his youthful Brows, 
And. pledge of future Crowns, the mural Wreath beſtows.” 
But ſoon, the Equal of bis youthful Years, 
Philip of Bourbon's haughty Line, appears; 
Like Hopes attend his Birth, like Glories grace; 
(If Glory can be in > Tyrant's Rice) 
In Numbers proud, he threats no more from fari 
But nearer draws the black impending War; 
He views his Hoſt, then ſcorns the Rebel Town} | 
And dooms to certain Death the Rival of his Crown, uſe © 

Now Fame and Empire, all the Nobler re 
That urge the Hero, and reward his Toils, 
Flac d in their View, alike their Hopes engage - 
And fire their Breaſts wirh more than Mortal Rage: | 
Not lawleſs Love, not Vengeance, nor Deſpair, 
So daring; fierce, whtam'd, and furious are, Is 6d 7 
A when Ambition prompts the Great to War; 

As youthful Kings, when ſtriving for Renown F 
They prove their Might in Arms, and combat for a Crown. 


Hard 
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of e TAPER 4 th. OY 
Hard was the cruel Strife, and doubeful long 

Till forc'd at length; diſdaining mach, to yield; ? #63 kb. 

Charles to his Rival quits the fatal Fie[fuu. 

Numbers and Fortune o er his Right prevail, . 

And ev'n the Britiſh Valour ſeems to fail; „ 

And yet they faird not all. In that Extrem : 

They vow the: yourbful Monareb's Fate to ſhare,, = 8 


Above Diſtreſs, unconquer d by Deſpair, tg 

Still to defend the Town, and animate the War. 

But lol when ew ry better Hope was paſt, 

When em Day of Danger feemn's thetr aft, 

Far, on the diſtant Ocean, they ſurvey, -- 752 

Nor long they doubted, but with Joy deſcry; 

. ponder eee Top- Maſts wing high, 4 
The Britiſh-Croſs and Belgick Lion fly. + © I 

Loud with tumultuous Clamour, loud they reer 

Their Cries. of Ecſtacy, and rend the Air. 

In Pedls on Peals the Shouts Triomphal riſe, 

Spread (wift, and rattle thro the ſpacious Skies 

Ring wich the deaf ning Shock, and thunder all around. 

Such was the Joy the Trojan Youth expreſs'd, 

Who by the fierce Ruciliav's Siege diftreſs's, © 

Were by the Tyrhene Aid at length releas'd; 8 

When young Aſcanius, then in Arms fit re, 

Numbers and ev'ry other Want ſupphy's, © © © 8 
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Say d in the Town an Empire yet to come, % | 
And fix d the Fate of big Imperial Roms. ugh 5 
But ob! what Verſe, what Nambers ſhall reves} | 
Thoſe Pangs of Rage and Grief the Vanquiſh'd feel! 
Who ſhall Retreating-Phnlp's Shame impart; — 
And tell the Anguiſh of his lab ring Heart) 
What Paint, what ſpeaking Pencil ſhall expreſs 
The blended Paſſions ſtriving in his Face! 
Hate, Indignation, Courage, Pride, Remorſe, | 
Y Wick Thoughts of Glory paſt; the Loſer's greateſt Cure 
| Fatal Ambition! ſay what wond'rous Charms  - 
Delude Mankind to toil for thee in Arms: | 
When ell thy Spoils, thy Wreaths in Battel won, 
The Pride of Pow'r, and Glory of a Crown, : 
When all War gives, when. all the Great can gain, 
Ev'n thy whole Pleaſure, pays not half thy Pain. 
All hail! ye ſofter happier Arts of Peace: 
Secur d from Harms, and bleſt with learned Eaſes? 
In Battels, Blood, and Perils hard, unskill'd, 
Which baunt the Warrior in the · fatal Field; 
But chief, thee Goddeſs Muſe! my Verſe wou!'d raiſe; 
vg And to thy own fo; Nembare.came the ee 
| Heppy tbe Youth inſpir'd, beneath thy Shade, 
| Thy verdant, ever- living Laurels laid! 
There ſafe, no Pleaſures, there no — know; 
Nor wiſh for Crowns, but what thy —— 
Me, Nympb Divine! oo denn wy humble f, 
| Receive unworthy, to thy kinder Care, 1 
Doom d to a gentler, tho more lowly, — a 
Nor wiſhiog once, nor knowing te be Gre 
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Faſt by their Sacred Hill, and es Cofalies "Spring. 

But Nobler Thoughts the Victor Prince imploy, 
And raiſe his Heart with bigh Triumphane Joy; 
From hence a better Courſe of Time rolls oo, 
And whiter Days ſuoceſſive ſeem to run. 
From hence his kinder Fortune ſeems to d 
The Riſing Gloties of his future State, ö 8 
From hepe1-—=But ah! us foon the Hero mounts T 
His Hopes decejv'd, and War's inconftant Turns. 
In vain, his ecchoiog Trumpets loud Alarms 5h 
Provoke the cold 1berian Lords to Arms; 2A 
Careleſs of Fame, as of their Monarch's Fate, ; 
In ſullen Sloth ſupinely Proud they fate; | . 
Or to be Slaves or Free alike prepa d * 
And trufing Hear'n was bound to be their Guard, . 
Untouch'd with Shame, the Noble Scrife beheld, 2 
Nor once eſſay d to ſtruggle to the Field: 0 
But ſought, in the cool Shade, and Rural] Seat. 1 
An unmoleſted Eaſe, and calm Retreat: 4D 
Saw cach cantending Prince's Arms: advance, 
Then with a lazy dull Indifference | 4 
Turn'd to their Reſt, and left tho World to Chance. 
So when commanded: by the. Wife af Fove, | 
pe pr nr ry qa bm 
And ſwift deſcending on her painted FE 
Sought the dull God of Sleep in Shades below ; 
Nodding and flow, his drowzy Head. be rear'd,. 
And heavily the ſacred Meſſage heard; of 
Then with e Yawn ar once forgot the Pain; 
And ſunk to his firft Sloth and Indolence again. 


But 
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+ But ob, my Muſe! th ungrateful Toll forſake, ' | * 


Same Task more pleaſing to thy Numbers take, 

Nor chuſe, in melancholy Strains, to teln 

Each harder Chance the juſter Cauſe befel. 

Oh rather turn, auſpicious turn thy Flight, | 

Where ManxLiBOROUGH's Heroick — * 

Where higheſt Deeds the Poet's Breaſt inſpir os 

With Rage divine, and fan the ſacred Fire. 

See! where at once Ramillia s Noble Field 

Ten thouſand Themes for living Verſe ſhall yield. 

See! where at once, the dreadful Objects riſe, 

At once they ſpread before my wond'ring Eyes, 

And ſhock my lab ring Soul with'vaſt Surprize;- 
At once the wide-extended Battels move, 

At once they join, at once their Fate they prove. 

The Roar aſcends promiſcuous; Groans and Cries, 

The Drume, the Cannons Burſt, the Shout, ſupplies 

One Univerſal Anarchy of Noiſe, - - 

One Din confus'd, Sound mixt and 1 

Eccho's to all the frighted Cities round. 

Thick Duſt and Smoak in wavy Clouds ariſe; - 

Stain the bright Day and taint the purer Skies ; 

While flaſhing Flames like Lightning dart between). 

And fill the Horror of the fatal Scene; 

Around the Field, all dy'd in purple Foam, 

Hate, Fury, and inſatiste Slaughter roam; 

Diſcord with Pleaſure o'er the Ruin treads, 

And laughing wraps her in her 'tatter'd Weeds; 7 
While fierce Bellona thunders in her Car, 

Shakes terrible her ſteely Whip from far, 
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Daſhing aloft, the foaming Surges fir. 
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So when two Carrents rapid in their Courſe” lift . 
Ruſh to a Point, and meet with equal Force, 1 1 


And riſing cloud the Air with miſty Spry; e 
The raging Flood is heard from far to p © © ! 
By liſt ning Shepherds on the diftant Shore, * 
While much they fear, what Ills it ſhould portend, 
And wonder why the watry Gods contend, 
High in the midft, Briremis's witlike Chief, 
Too greatly bold, and prodigal of Lite, 
Is ſeen to preſs where Death and Dangers call, 
Where the War bleeds, and where the thickeſt fall 
He flies, and drives confur'd the fainting Gaul. - 
Like Heat diffus'd his great Example warms, 


And animates the Social Warrior's Arms, 


Inflames each colder Heart, confirms the Bold, 
Makes the Young Heroes, and renews the Old. 
In Forms Divine around him watchful wait 


The Guardian Genii of the Briziſh ste. 
Juſtice and Truth his Steps unerring guide, Dan 
And faithful Loyalty defends his Sicſſe. 


Prudence and Fortitude their Manunx0 guard; 
And pleafing Liberty his Labours chear'd; ' 
But chief, the Angel of his Queen was there; 


The Union Croſs bis Silver Shield did bear, * i 
And in his decent Hand he ſhook a warlike Sperr: 
While Victory Celeſtial ſoars above, 

Plum d like the Eagle of Imperial Fove; 


Hang's Oer the Chief, whoma the delights to bled, 
ol ar W 
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Dooms him the proud Oppreſſor to deſtroy, _ 

Then waves her Palm, and claps her Wings for Joy: 

Such was young Am on. Arbela's Plain, 4 

Or ſuch the ® Painter did the Hero feign, Te Bran: 

Where, ruſhing on, and fierce, he ſeems to ride, 

With graceful Ardor, and majeſtick Pride, 

With all the Gods of Greece and Fortune on his Side. 
Nor dong Bavaria s haughty Prince, in vain 

Labours the Fight unequal to maintain: 

He ſees tis doom d his fatal Friend the Gaul 

Shall ſhare the Shame, and in one Ruin fall; 

Flies from the Foe too oft in Battel try'd, 

And Heav'n contending on the Victor's Sides 

Then mourns his raſh Ambicion's Crime too late, 

And yields reluctant to the Force of Fate. 

So when Zneas, thro' Night's gloomy Shade, : 


The dreadful Forms of Hoſtile Gods ſurvey'd,, 

Hopeleſs he left the burving Town, and fled: 

Saw 'twas in vain to prop declining Troy, 

Or fave what Heav'a had deſtin d to deſtroy. 
What vaſt Reward, O Europe, ſhalt thou pay, 

To him who ſav'd thee on this glorious Day! 

Bleſs him, ye grateful Nations, where be goes, 

And heap the Victor 1 Laurel on bis Brows. | 
ev'ry Land, in ey y City freed, : 71 

Let the proud Column rear its Marble Head, 5 

To MaxLsoseuen and Liberty decreed; 

Rich with his Wars triymphal Arches raiſe, 

To teach your wond'ring Sons the Hero's. Praiſe; 

To him your akilful Bards their Verſe ſhall bring, 

For him the tuneful Voice be taught to ſing, 

The breathing Pipe fall ſvel, hall oundrhe trembling 
String. 
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of ber MAjrsr Y Arms, Ne. ot 
Oh happy thou! where Peace for ever ſmilen 
Bricamia! nobleſt.of the Ocean's Iles, s, 
Fair Queen! who Joſt amidſt thy Waters reign, n 
What Tranſports in thy Parent Boſom roll'd, 
When Fame at firſt the pleaſing Story told! = 
How didſt thou lift thy Tow'ry Front on high? 
Not meanly Conſcious of a Mother's Joy, 
Proud of thy Son as Crete was of her , | 
How vert thou pleas d ee e. 
And fixt Succeſs where thou hedft fixt thy Love.” 
How with Regret his Abſence didſt thou mourn? 
How with Impaticnce wait his wifht Return?! 
How were the Winds accurd for his Delay ft 
How didſt thou chide the Gods who rule thy Sea, 
And charge the Nereid Nympbs to weft him on u. WI 
At length he comes, he ceaſes from hie Teil, 

Like Kings of Old returning from the Spoil; 
To Britain and his Queen for ever der, | 
He comes, their Joy and grateful Thanks to ſharey | 
Lowly he kneels before the Royal Seat, | 
And lays his proudeft Wreaths at ANN Fs Feet. 
| While form d alike for Labours or for Eaſe, 
In Camps to Thunder, or in Courts to pleaſe, 
Brizai's bright Nymphs make Man.nonoven their 0 
In all his Dangers, all bis Triumphs, ſhare. 
Conqu'ring he lends the well- pleas d Fair new Grace, 
And adds freſh Luſtre to each beauteous Face; 
Britain preſtry d by his victorious Arms. 
With wond'rous Pleaſure each fair Boſom warms; - 
Mipons's GY By 09 Soul Dd Charmer 
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En his own Sunderland, in Beauty's Store 
So Rich, ſhe ſeem'd incapable of more, 
Now ſhines with Graces never known before i 
Fierce with tranſporting Joy ſhe ſeems to burn, 
And each ſqft Feature takes a ſprightly Turn; 
New Flames are ſeen to ſparkle in her Eyes, 
And on her blooming Checks freſh Roſes riſe; 


The pleaſing Paſſion heightens each bright Hue, _ 


nnd ſeems to touch the finiſh'd. Piece anexy, . -- 
mproves what Nature's bounteous Hand had giv's;, 


mends the faireſt Workmanſhip of Heay'a, 


Nor Joy like this in Courts is only found. 
But ſpreads to all the grateful People round;. 
Laborieus Hinds inur'd to Rural Toil, 
To tend the Flocks and turn the mellow Soil, 
In homely Guiſe their honeſt. Hearts expreſs, 


And bleſs the Warrior who protects their Peace;. 


The dreadful Ravage of the waſting Wer. 
No rude Deſtroyer cuts the rip ting Crop. 
Prevents the Harveſt, and deludes their Hope; 
No helpleſs Wretches fly with wild Amaze, 


Look weeping back and ſee their Dwellings blaze; 
The Victor Chain no mournful Captives know. 


Nor hear the Threats of the inſulting Foe. - 


But Freedom laughs, the fruitful Fields abound, 


The chearful Voice of Micth is heard to ſound, 
The humble Village, and the wealthy. Town, 
Conſentiog join their Happineſs to own, 


Wer Heav'n and ANN 4's geatieſt Reign afford, | - 
AlL.is fecur' by MarLs Rs conqu ring Sword.) 
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0 1 Misery, Ant, dcr 1 LY 
o Sacred, ever Honour'd Name! © thou! _ 
That wart cr ˖ ·˖˙·˙⅛' LON}: 


What Place ſoe er thy Virtues. now. poſlels 913; "0 


Near the bright Source of everlaftig Bliſs, - oy : 
— to. Etherial Height, Hy 
Radiant with Stars, thod trea#ſt the Fields of 
Thy Seats Divine, thy Heav'a a-yrhile forſake,. 
And deign the Britains Triumphs to partake. . 
Nor art thou chang d, but till thou _ ſhalt „ 
To hear the Fortune. of the glorious Fight. ny 
How fail'd Oppreſlion, and prevail'd the Right. . - 
What once below, ſuch fill thy Pleaſures ae, 
Europe and Liberty are ſtill thy Care, 
Thy Great, thy Gen' Pare, Immortal . 
Is ever to the Publick C enclin'd,. 
I; ſill the Tyrant's Foe, and Patron of Mankind. 4 
Behold, where MARLBOR0UGE thy lat beſt *. 
At Parting, to thy Native Belgia left. 
Succeeds to all thy kind Paternal Cares, 
Thy watchful Counſels, and laborious Wars; | 
Like thee, extends his great aſſiſting, Hand, _ 

And in thy Stead protects the Orphan Land, 4 won tt 
Like thee, aſpirez by Virtue, to Renown,... a 


Fights to ſecure. an Empire not his own, .. yy 
Reaps only Toil himſelf, and gives away 8 Crown. , 
At length thy Pray'r, O Pious Prince! is heard. 
Heav'n has, at length, in its own Cauſe * 
At length Ramillia's Field attones for al! 

The faithleſs Breaches of the per jur d Ga 

At length a better Age to Man decreed, ,. 


ith Truth, with Peace, and Juſtice ſhall Na T 
aba are the Proud, and the griey'4 World is freed, 
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Dunne en 
So Rich, ſhe ſeem'd incapable of more. = 
Now ſhines with Beste norte; Mete i 5 
Fierce with tranſporting Joy ſhe ſeems to burn. | 
And each ſoft Feature takes a ſprightly Turn 
New Flames are ſeen to ſparkle in her Eyes,. 
And on her blooming Checks freſh Roſes riſe;- 
The pleaſing Paſſion heightens each bright Hue, 
And ſeems to touch the finiſh'd. Piece anew, 
Improves what Nature's bounteous Hand had giv'ng. 
* And mends the faireſt Workmanſhip of Heavy n. 
? Nor Joy like this in Courts is only found, 
| But ſpreads to all the grateful People round;. 
Laborious Hinds inur'd to Rural Toil, 
To tend the Flocks and turn the mellow Soil, 
- In homely Guiſe their honeſt Hearts expreſs, 
And bleſs the Warrior who protects their Peace, 
Who keeps the Foe aloof, and drives afar:  , 
The dreadful Ravage of the waſting War; . 
No rude Deſtroyer cuts the rip ning Crop, 
Prevents the Harveſt, and deludes their Hope; 
No helpleſs Wretches fly with wild Amaze, | 
Look weeping back and ſee their Dwellings blaze; 
The Victor Chain no mournful Captives know, 
Nor hear the Threats of the inſulting Foe. - - 
But Freedom laughs, the fruitful. Fields abound. 
The chearful Voice of Micth is beard to found, 
And Plenty doles her various Bounties round. a 
The humble Village, and the wealthy. Town; 2 
Conſenting join their Happineſs to own, _ 
"What Heav'n and ANN A's gentleſt Reign afford, 
All. is ſecur d by Manu x0's n Sword.) 
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o Sacred, ever Honow'd Nams! O Goal. rms FRE 
That wert our Greateſt Milian once below! A} 3249 
. 1 I Be" 1 
Near the Source of everlaſting 

N to. Etherial 

Radiant with Stars, thou treadſt the Fields of Light 

Thy Seats Divine, thy Heav'n +yhile forſake, F 
And deign the Britains Triumphs to partake. | mY 
Nor art thou chang d, but Rill thou _ ſhalt Els 

To hear the Fortune. of the glorious Fight, e 
How fail'd oppreſſion, and prevail'd the Right. . di 
What once below,” ſuch till thy Pleaſures are, | 
Europe and Liberty are ſtill thy Care, | 

Thy Great, thy Gen' Pare, en. 

Is ever to the Publick | enclin'd, - 141 

1. ſill the Tyrant's Foe, and Patron of Mankind. | „ 
Behold, where MARLBOROUGH * * 
At parting, to thy Native Belgia left, 8 
Succeeds to all thy kind Paternal Cares. 

Thy watchful Counſels, and laborious Wars £1 
Like thee, extends his great aſſiſting, Hand, $7 
And in thy Stead protect the Orphan Land, | 4 om at 
Like thee, aſpires by Virtue to Renown,.., -, . ,,,, _ 
Fights to ſecure. an Empire nat his own, 0 15 2 19 
Reaps only Toil himſelf, and gives away a Crown, neu = 
At length thy Pray'r, O Pious Prince! is heard. ö 
Heav'n has, at length, in its own. Cauſe appear d, 
At length Ramillia : Field attones for 8 8 

The faithleſs Breaches of the perjur'd, Gaul; 

At length a better Age to Man decreed, , 


| yi 7 15) 
With Truth, with Peace, and Juſtice ſhall eee * 
Fall'a are the Proud, and the griev'd World is freed, 


4 renn enge, | 
: Triumph yet, my Myſe, remaing behind, 
en beyond bin 4% fill, 136 U 
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Tondo the Force of Hoſtile Bram fo "hy 2 * 


Spit to her Friends difftef}d Her Succours ff 
And diſtant Wars her Wealthy Sons ſupply : 
From flow unaEive Courts, they grieve to ben 
Eugene, a Nate to ev'ry Briten dear, | 2 
By. tedious languiſhing Delays is held 
Repiing and inpatient, from the oO 
ile factious Stateſmen riot in Exceſs, _ 
And lazy Prieſtb whole Provinces poſſeſs, - 


iy SOM ts 


Of unregarded Wants the Brave” emp, * 5 f _ a 


And the ſtary'd Soldier ſues for Bread in vain; | 
At once with generous Indignation warm, _ 
Byicain the Treaſure ſerids, and bids the Heros Arm: 
Strait eager to the Field, be ſpeeds away ' 
There vows the Vidtor Gaut (hal n, W 
The Spoils of Caleinatos fital Day: 
- Chear'd by the Preſence of tb Chi they lon; 
Once more their Fate the Warriors long to prove; 
Reri / d esch Soldier lifes his drooping Head, © . 
F. gets his Wounds, and calls him on to Lead ; 
their Creſts the German Eagles rear, 


Greedy for Bartel und the Frey they call, = 

And point great Eugen Thunder on the Gaul. 
The Chief commands, and ſoon in dread Array 

Onwards the moving Legions urge their Way; 

With bardy Marches and ſucceſsful ute, 

Oer ev'ry Barrier Fortunate they paſs'd, | 
Which Nature or the-skilful Foe had plac'd. 


4 
E * + 
2 * 


stretch their broad Wings, and Fan the Latian Air; 


9 
0 
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of r MA n, Scr. % 
The Foe in vain with Gallick- Arte aten, i 
To mark nch way the wary Leader badi, 7971 'F 


Lurks were tall Woods and cke Cora r 


And meanly hopes a Conqueſt fromm Surprize., . 
| Now with ſwift Horſe the Plain around em beats, 
P And oft Advances, and as oft Retreats 3. 
Now ii d to wait the coming Force, he ſeems, 
1 Secur d by ſteepy. Banlæs and rapid Streams: 
4 While River-Gods in vain Exhauſt their Store, 


From plenteous Urns the guſhing Torrents pour. 

. - Riſe o'er their utmoſt Margins to the Plain. 
- And ftrive to ſtay the Warrior's Haſte, in vaing -- 
Alike they paſs the Plain and cloſer Wood. 
Explore the Ford and tempt the ſwelling Flood. 
Unſhaken ſtill purſue their ſteadfaſt Courſe, | w.- 
And where they want their Way, hey ad io thy e. 

But anxious Thoughts SS Great Prince infeſt, 
And roll ill- boding in his Careful Rreaſt; | 
Oft he revolves the Ruins of the Great, 1 
And ſadly thinks on loſt Bavaria's Fate, | 5 3 
The hapleſs Mark of Fortuae's cruel Sport, | 5 | F 


A 


An Exile, meanly forc'd. to beg Support 
& From the ſlow Bounties of a Foreign. Court. 
b; PForc'd from his low d Turin, his laſt Retreat, 
J His Glory once and Empire's ancient Seat, vx 
He ſees from far where, wide Deſtructions ſpread,  , | 
And fiery Show'rs the goodly Town Inyade, | 
turns to mourn in yain his ruin'd State, 
And curſe the unreleating Tyrant's Hate, u 426-5 TN 
But great Ewgene prevents his. ey'ry Fear. 
WWW ww be ans | | 
l Not 
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Not Danger, Toil, the tedious weary Way, 

Nor all the Gallick Pow rs his promis d Aid delay. 

Like Truth itſelf unknowing how to fail, 

He ſcorn'd to doubt, and knew he muſt prevail. 

Thus ever certain does the Sun appear, 

Bound by the Law of Fove's Eternal Vear; 

Thus conſtant to his Courſe ſets out at Morn, 

Round the wide World in twice Twelve Hours is born, 

And to a Moment keeps his fix'd Return. 
Strait to the Town the Heroes turn their Care, 

Their Friendly Succour for the Brave prepare; 

And on the Foe united bend the War. 

O'er the ſteep Trench and Ramparts guarded Height; 

At once they ruſh and drive the Rapid Fight; 

With idle Arms the Gallick Legions ſeem 

To ſtem the Rage of the reliſtleſs Stream, 

At once ir bears 'em down, at once they yield, | 

Headlong are puſh'd and ſwept along the Field; 

Reſiſtance ceaſes, and tis War no more; 

At once the Vanquiſh'd own the Victors Pow'r ; 

Throughout the Field, where-cer they turn their Sight, 

'Tis all or Conqueſt or Inglorious Flight; 

Swift to their reſcu'd Friends their Joys they bear, 8 


With Life and Liberty at once they Chear, 
And ſave em in the Moment of Deſpair. 

So timely to the Aid of ſinking Rome, 
With active Haſte did Great Camillus come: . 
So to the Capitol he forc'd his Way, | 
So from the proud Barbarians ſnatch'd the Prey; 6 
And fav'd his Country in one Signal Day. 

From impious Arms at length, O Louis, ceaſe! 
And leave at length the lab ring World in Peace, 


Leſt 


of ber MAI ESTV Arms, &c. 97 
Leſt Heav'n diſcloſe ſome yet more Fatal * 


Fatal beyond Ramillia or urin; 

Leſt from thy Hand thou ſee thy Scepter torn, 

And humbled in the Duſt thy Loſſes mourn; 

Leſt urg d at length thy own repining Slave, 

Tho fond of Burthens, and in Bondage brave, 8 
Purſue thy Hoary Head with Curſes to the Grave,. 
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Cuſftode rerum Ceſare, non furor 

Civilis, aut vis eximet otium : 
Non ira que procudit enſes, 3 
Et miſeras inimicat urbes. 5 
Hor. Lib. 4. Ode 15. 
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Hua © to thee, i Sholes vids Ver, | * 


Wich what uncommon Grace thy Days appear! 
Comely art thou in thy Primm 
Lovely Child of hoary Time: 
Where thy golden Footſteps tread, 
Pleaſures all around thee ſpread; 
| Bliſs and Beauty grace thy Train; OTE, 

das, fre th de Gen Korn Sn," 

But ob! what Skill, what Maſter Hand 
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Images of faireſt things, 3» 5 4 
Croud about the ſpeaking * 4 
Peace, and ſweet Proſperity, * 

' + _ Faith and chearful Loyalty, 5 
With Cling Love and detieſs Ps. | 3 


1 


Ye skowling Shades who break away; 
Well do ye fly and ſhun the Purple Day. 
Ev'ry Fiend and Fiend-like Form, 
Black and Sullen as a Storm, 
Jealons Fear, and falſe Surmiſe, 
Danger with her dreadful Eyes, 
PFPeaction, Fury, all are fled, ' 
And bold Rebellion bides her daring Head. 
Behold, thou gracious Year, behold, 
| To whom thy Treaſures all thou ſhalt unfold, 
For whom thy whiter Days were kept from times of Old! 
See thy GEORGE, for this is he! 
On his Right Hand, waiting free, 
Britain and fair Liberty: 
Every Good is in his Face, 
Every open honeſt Grace. 
Thou great Plantagenet! immortal be thy Race! 


III. 


See! the Sacred Scyon ſprings, 
See the glad Promiſe of a Line of Kings! 
Royal Youth ! what Bard Divine, 
Equal to a Praiſe like thine, 
Shall in ſome exalted Meaſure 


Sing thee, Brizain's deareſt Treaſure ? s Whs 


Swift as the fleeting Shades upon the golden Corn. 
D ITTg 2 
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Who her Joy i in thee ſhall tell, 4+ bl 
Who the ſprightly Note ſhall ſwell, 

His Voice attemp ring to the tuneful Shell? 

Thee Audenard's recorded Field 2 4 
Bold in thy brave Paternal Band beheld, | 
And ſaw with hopeleſs Heart thy fainting Rival yield; 
Troubled he, with fore Diſmay, 

To thy ſtronger Fate gave way, 

Safe beneath thy Noble Scorn, 

Wingy- footed was he Born, 


IV. 


What Valour, what diftinguiſh'd Worth, 
From thee ſhall lead the coming Ages forth ? 
Creſted Helms and ſhining Shields, 
Warriors fam'd in foreign Fields; 
Hoary Heads with Olive bound, | 
* Kings and Lawgivers renown'd; | . 
Crowding ſtill they Riſe anew, ; 
Beyond the Reach of deep Prophetick View, 3 
Young Aus rus! Never ceaſe! | 
| Pledge of our Preſent and our future Peace, 
Still pour the Bleſſings forth, and give thy great Increaſe, 
All the Stock that Fate ordaias 
To ſupply ſucceeding Reigns, 
Whether Glory ſhall Inſpire _ 
Gentler Arts of Martial Fire, Dry | 
Still the Fair Deſcent ſhall be iu - 
. Dear to Albion all, like Thee, «| og 
Patrons of righteous Rale, and Foes to Tyrany? 3 
| | | V, To 
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Ye golden Lights who ſhine on high, 
Le potent Planets who aſcend the Sky, 
72 On the op ning Year diſpence 
All your kindeſt Influence; 
Heav'nly Powers be all prepar d 
For our Ca ROL IxAS Guard; 
| Short and eaſie be the Pains, 
Which for a Nation's Weal the Heroine fyſtains; 
Britannia's Angel, be thou near ; 
The growing Race is thy peculiar Care, 
| Oh ſpread thy Sacred Wing above the Royal Fair, 
GEORGE by Thee was wafted o'er, 
To the long · expecting Shore: 
None preſuming to withſtand 
While his Sacred Head to ſhade, 
The blended Croſs on high Thy filyer Shield diſplay'd. 


hed VI, 


| But ob! what other Form Divine 
Propitious near the Hero ſeems to ſhine !' 
Peace of Mind, and Joy Serene, 
In her ſacred Eyes are ſeen, 
Honour binds her Miter'd Brow, 
Faith and Truth beſide ber go, 
With Zeal and pure Devotion bending low. 
. A thouſand Storms around her threat, 4 
A tbouſand Billows roar beneath ber Feet; 
While fu d upon a Rock, ſhe keeps her Stable Seat, 


18 


WO 1 the Now, Tear MDCexvt. 0 
F, ( Beſte Rr af ſure Defence, * . "i 
; is On the Monarch, Hinding by; wells 
| 0c Gin donde eee Eye, | * 

— ver eat Foes arsch whi ene nd He weigh. © 


VII. 


Hence then with ev'ry anxious Care! -* 
Begone pale Envy, and thou cold Deſpalr! 111 4 
Seek ye out a moody Cell, | 
Where Deceit and Treaſon dwell ; 
_ There repining, raging, ſtill 
Th'idle Air with Curſes fill; 
There blaſt the pathleſs Wild, and thebleak Northern Hl 3 
There your Exile vainly Moan; 
There where with Murmurs horrid as your own, _ 
Beneath the ſweeping Winds, the bending Forreſts groan, 
But thou Hope, with ſmiling Chear, 4 
Do thou bring the ready Year; \: Ml 
See the Hours! a choſen Band! wo, | 
See with jocund Looks they ſtand, T6; | 
All in their trim Array, and waiting for Command, A 


VIII. | 1 

The welcome Train begins to move, | If 
Hope leads Increaſe and chaſte Connubial Love: | 1 
Flora ſweet her Bounty ſpreads, | 
Smelling Gardens, painted Meads; | „ 
Ceres crowns the yellow Plain; 1 

Pan rewards the Shepherd's Pain; 

7 
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All is Plenty, all is Wealth, 2 
And on the balmy Air fits Roſie - colour d Health. 
I hear the Mirth, I hear the Land rejoyce, 
Like many Waters ſwells the pealing Noiſe, 
While to their Monarch, thus, they raiſe the pablick Voice. 
Father of thy Country, Hail! *- 
Always, ev'ry where, prevail; 
Pious, Valiant, Juſt and Wiſe, 
Better Suns for thee ariſe, 
Purer Breezes fan the Skies, | 
Earth in Fruits and Flowers is dreſt, ' 
Joy abounds in ev'ry Breaſt, 
For thee thy People all, fer theo thy Tour is bleſt, 
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